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Advertifement  to  the  Reader. 

(jj  "  ;  ‘  -r  £  i  j .  .  10  *’  .  V  »  1  1.  kij  jll  *  •  '  •*  . 

A  Recovery  from  the  Small-pox  the  laft  fpring,  gave 

occalion  to  the  following  poem.  I  only  at  firft 
(in  gratitude  to  the  great  phyfician  of  fouls  and  bodies) 
defigned  to  have  publifhed  the  Hymn  to  the  Trinity 
upon  a  recovery  from  ficknefs  ,  which  concludes  the 
third  book.  But  the  fubjeX  being  very  extenfive, 
and  capable  of  admitting  ferious  reflexions  on 
the  frail  ftate  of  humanity  $  I  expatiated  upon  it 
as  far  as  it  came  within  the  bounds  of  my  following 

4Y  \  ■  f  4  .  ' 

defign  J.  It  cannot  be  fuppos’d  that  I  fhould  treat 
upon  ficknefs  in  a  medicinal,  but  only  in  a  defcrip- 

t  v  *  V  ^  VV’/  <2  J  f  f 

tive,  a  moral,  and  religious  manner :  the  verification 
is  varied  accordingly  :  the  defcriptive  parts  being  more 
poetical ;  the  moral,  more  plain  ,  and  the  religious, 
for  the  moft  part,  drawn  from  the  holy  fcriptures.  I 
have  juft  taken  fuch  notice  of  the  progrefs  of  the  Small- 
--  u  o  n  j ,  Pox, 


J  £jee  the  Arguments./^  vil 


Pox,  as  may  .  give  the  reader  fame  {mall  idea  of  it, 
without  offending  his  imagination.  The  notes  fub- 
join’d  t©  the  p©em  were  not  intended  for  the  learned 
reader,  but  added,  at  the  requeft  of  the  publiiher,  to 

affiil  thofe  who  may  not  be  fo  well  acquainted  with 

*  r  \  *  f‘" 

the  claffical  and  other  ailufions.  I  don’t  remember  to 
have  feen  any  poem  on  the  fame  fubje£t  to  lead  me 
on  the  way,  and  therefore  it  is  to  be  hoped,  the  good- 
natur’d  reader  will  more  readily  excufe  its  blemilhes. 

(  ^  £  V*.  /  • 

i  v  p  i  •  ;  i  ^  l  i'i  J  ^  4.  •  -  . 


Ar  gu- 


(  Vll  } 

Argument  of  the  Firft  Book. 


^UBJECT propos'd'.  The-  folly  of  employing  poetry  on  wan - 
ton ,  or  trifling  flubjeSls.  Invocation  of  Urania.  Reflections 
on  the  infl ability  of  life  itfelf :  Frailnefs  of  youth,  beauty, ,,  and 
health.  The  fuddennefs  and  firfl  attach  of  a  diflemper ,  in  par¬ 
ticular  of  the  fmall  pox.  Moral  and  religious  obfervations  re¬ 
fill  ting  from  flcknefs.  The  palace  of  Difeafe ,  an  epifode. 


Argument  of  the  Second  Book. 

REFLECTIONS.  Panegyrick  on  Mr.  Pope ,  on  his  writ¬ 
ings  and  death.  The  progrefs  of  the  difeafe.  Blindnefs. 
Delirious  dreams.  Epifode  of  Corefus  and  CaMirhoe.  Remedies 
for  the  mind  propos' d  :  i.  Patience  :  2. Hope:  3.  Prayer. 
.Human  aid  and  relief  in  flcknefs.  1 .  Phyflck  :  Eulogium  on 
that  ftience.  2.  Friends  :  Digrejfton  on  friendfhip.  The  di¬ 
flemper  at  the  worfl.  All  hopes  of  human  afflflance  given 
over,  and  fixed  upon  God  alone .  ProfpeSl  of  futurity  in  its 
different  views ■  at  that  juncture,  an  epifode.  Reflections , 


(  via  )) 

Argument  of  the  Third  Book. 

itymn  to  Mercy .  Defcription  of  her.  She  fends  Hygeia 
to  the  'well  of  life  :  Both  defcrib'd.  Her  defcent  s  7 he  ef- 
feSls ;  Abatement  of  the  diflemper.'  Recovery  of  flghty  and 
pleafure  flowing  from  thence.  Mufidorus  and  lanthe ,  an  epi- 
fode.  Health  by  degrees  reflord:  Effe&s  it  ought  to  have  in 
retirement ,  efpecially  in  the  fpring.  Comparifon  betwixt  flck- 
nefs  and  healthy  in  regard  both  to  the  body  and  mind :  Con¬ 
cluding  with  a  hymn  to  the  ever-blejfed  Yrinity ,  upon  a  recovery 
from  fichnefs. 


♦  *  «  '  '  <*.  *  r 

,  «  .  -  s  ^  r  %.  y  .  ^  A  ,  *  v-t  ►  '  ^  ^  \  * 

ERRATA:  Page  i7.  ver>  269,  for  flame  read  flames. 

Page  26.  *ver.  40 9,  for  ftrike  read  ftrikes. 
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F  days  with  pain  acquainted,  and  of  nights 
Unconfcious  of  the  healing  balms  of  fleep. 
That  burn  in  reftlefs  agonies  away  5 
Of  S  ick  n  e  ss,  and  its  family  of  woes, 

5  The  felleft  enemies  of  life,  I  ling, 

v  JL 

Horizon’d  clofe  in  darknels.  While  I  touch 
The  ebon-inftrument,  of  fblemn  tone. 

Pluck t  from  the  Cyprefs’'  melancholy  boughs. 
Which,  deepning,  (hade  the  houfe  of  mourning, 

groans  r  ^  , 

V  '  •  * 

/ 

t  o  And  hollow  wailings,  through  the  damps  of  night, 

B 
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2  SICKNESS. 

Refponfive  wound  the  ear.  The  fprightly  pow’rs 
Of  mufical  inchantment  wave  their  wings. 

And  leek  the  fragrant  groves  and  purple  fields, 

-c  • 

Where  pleafure  rolls  her  honey-trickling  ftreams, 
1 5  Of  blooming  health  and  laughter-dimpled  joy. 

Ho  v  *  ’  ■■  v*  *  <p-  •  »*.««.«••  -»*-'•/  .  -  j-rn*  >«•*.-  -.jr > -m«*.  .*$■,  .  v  >-.*•».  -  T  ^ 

%%  r  T  •  •  >•  T  r  • 

Me  other  fcenes  than  laughing  joy,  and  health 

ft  *9  *  *•  4TV  •  Y  •• 

^  (  4  '  .  ;  ^  I  v  .1  :*  f 

Hfgh-blooming,  purple-living  fields  and  groves, 

♦  ry  *  ♦  »* 

Fragrant  with  Ipring,  invite.  Too  long  the  Mufe, 
Ah,  much  too  long,  a  libertine,  diffus’d 

*■  .  »  i**  ,  »  ^  ^  i  f>  *V  ,  L«  j  » 4 

20  On  pleafure’s  rofy  lap,  has,  idly,  breath’d 

_  »  *  *  tv  m  Hi  ^ 

Love-fighing  elegies,  and  paftoral-ftrains, 

%  ^  #  V  *  %  «s  | 

The  loft  feducers  of  our  youthful  hours,. 

>  +  *  T  *  r  f  \  %  *  *  f 

Soothing  away  the  vigour  of  the  mind. 

And  energy  of  virtue.  But,  farewel, 

25  Ye  myrtle  walks,  ye  lilly-mantled  meads 

V  *  * 

Of  Paphos,  and  the  fount  of  Acidale, 

Where, 
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Where,  oft,  in  fummer,  Grecian  fables  tell. 
The  daughters  of  Eurynome  and  Jove, 

Thalia  and  her  filler-graces  cool 
30  Their  glowing  features,  at  the  noontide  hour, 

Farewel ! - But  come,  Urania,  from  thy  bow’rs 

Of  everlafting  day  }  O  condefcend 
To  lead  thy  votary  (with  rapt’rous  zeal 
Adoring  nature’s  God,  the  great  Three-One  !j 
35  To  Salem  ;  where  the  Shepherd- Monarch  wak’d 
The  facred  breath  of  melody,  and  fwell’d 
His  harp,  to  angels  kindred  notes  attun’d. 

With  mulic  worthy  heav’n  !  O  bath  my  breaft, 

#  '*  A  i  A  >-<•  ^  v  i  W”  A  Jl  #  4k  A.  A  ‘0  •  *  A.  *  **  '  t  -A  *  *  A» 

With  praifes  burning,  in  the  morning-dews, 

40  Which  fparkle,  Sion,  on  thy  holy  hill. 

A  -  ‘  *.  '  -  *  ..  .  .  >. 

The  Prophets,  eagle-ey’d,  celeftial  maid, 

f  •-/*<#  A  ♦.  •»  A  A  X.  s  *  .4  J  £  . <  -  *  * 

Thofe  Poets  of  the  fky !  were  taught  to  chaunt 

J  O 


The 
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The  glories  of  Mefiiah’s  reign  by  thee  : 
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Kindled  by  thee,  the  Eaftern-pages  flame 
45  With  light’ning,  and  with  thunder  fhake  the  foul  $ 
While,from  the  whirlwind, God’s  all-glorious  voice 
Burfts  on  the  tingling  ears  of  Job  :  the  writ 

_  *•--».  1  1 

r  V 

Of  Moles,  meek  in  fpirit,  but  his  thoughts 

A  i  r. 

*  .  \  s  ^ 

Lofty  as  heav’n’s  blue  arch.  My  humble  hopes 

“  '■  .  .  .  „  t  .  %  ^  9  ■  a 

*  *  V-  ...  .  ,  .  »  y 

50  Alpire  but  to  the  alpha  of  his  fong  5 

t  *-  y  i*  1  y,  .  .  -v  r  r  ..  1  '  *  )-Vi 

Where,  roll’d  in  alhes  ;  digging  for  a  grave, 

t  , 

More  earneft  than  the  covetous  for  gold 

- .  .  V  r.  r  r  ...  »  _  _  *►  *  ■ 

Or  hidden  treasures  5  crufted  o’er  with  boils  5 

t.  y.  M  -  V  - 

And  roaring  in  the  bitternefs  of  foul, 

t  »  *  •  y  <h 

•  ,  ■ 

55  And  heart  -lick  pain,  the  man  of  Uz  complains. 

•  ^  y  9r  •  >  At  •  It  -  -  v 

Themes  correlpondent  to  thy  fervant’s  theme. 


I  ling  to  you,  ye  Ions  of  men !  of  dull, 

v  r r;  v  .  r\  *  .  \ 

Say  rather  :  What  is  man,  who  proudly  lifts 


His 
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His  brow  audacious,  as  confronting  heav’n, 

60  And  tramples,  with  difdain,  his  mother-earth, 
But  moulded  clay  ?  an  animated  heap 
Of  duft,  that  fhortly  {hall  to  duft  return  ? 

<flr  fc  _  %  { 

We  dream  of  fhadows,  when  we  talk  of  life. 
Of  Pelops’  {houlder,  of  Pythagoras’  thigh, 

65  Of  Surius’s  faints,  and  Ovid’s  gods  ; 

.  /  «,  •  m 

Meer  tales  to  cheat  our  children  with  to  reft  , 
And,  when  the  tale  is  told,  they  fink  to  fleep. 
Death’s  image !  fo  inane  is  mortal  man  ! 

Jf*  0  •  •  ?- 

Man’s  but  a  vapour,  tofs’d  by  every  wind, 

70  The  child  of  fmoak,  which  in  a  moment  flies, 
And,  finking  into  nothing,  difappears. 

j,.  0  ^  j  |  w 

Man’s  a  brifk  bubble,  floating  on  the  waves 
Of  wide  eternity  :  He  dances  now 
Gay-gilded  by  the  fim  (tho’  empty,  proud  5) 

75  Phan- 
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75  Phantaftically  fine !  and  now  he  drops 
In  a  broad  fheet  of  waters  deep  involv’d. 

And  gives  his  place  to  others.  O,  ye  Tons 
Of  vanity,  remember,  and  be  wife ! 

Man  is  a  flow’r,  which,  in  the  morning,  fair 
So  As  day-fpring,  fwelling  from  its  flender  ftem. 

In  virgin-modefty,  and  fweet  referve. 

Lays  out  its  blufhing  beauties  to  the  day, 

As  Gideon’s  fleece,  full  with  the  dews  of  heav’n. 

* 

But  if  fome  ruder  gale,  or  nipping  wind, 

85  Difaftrous,  blow  too  hard,  it  foon  puts  on 
The  robes  of  darknefs  ;  it  reclines  its  head 
In  languid  foftnefs  ;  withers  every  grace. 

And,  ere  the  ev’ning-ftar  the  Weft  inflames. 

It  falls  into  the  portion  of  thole  weeds 
90  Which,  with  a  carelefs  hand,  we  call  away — 
Y e  thoughtlefs  fair  ones,  moralize  my  fong ! 

_  Thy 
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Thy  pulfe  beats  mufic ;  thou  art  high  in  health  j 
The  rather  tremble.  When  the  leaft  we  fear. 
When  folly  lulls  us  on  her  couch  of  down, 

95  And  wine  and  lutes  and  odours  fill  the  fenfe 

With  their  foft  affluence  of  bewitching  joys  ; 

. .  _  #  % 

When  fortune  fmiles,  exulting,  looking  on, 
And  years  of  rapture  in  thy  fancy  glow 
To  entertain  thy  youth  ;  a  fudden  burft 
ico  Of  thunder  from  the  fmalleft  cloud  of  fate. 

Small  as  the  Prophet’s  hand,  deftroys,  confounds, 

*  '  '  ’  1  •  ■  ’• 

And  lays  thy*  vifionary  hopes  in  dull. 

By  my  example  taught,  examples  teach 
Much  more  than  precepts,  learn  to  know  thy  end. 

105  The  day  was  Valentine' s :  when  lovers  wounds 
Afrefh  begin  to  bleed,  and  fighs  to  warm 
The  chilly  rigour  of  relenting  Ikies  ; 


Sacred 
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Sacred  the  day  to  innocence  and  mirth, 

The  feftival  of  youth !  in  feeming  health 
no  (As  cuftom  bids)  I  hail’d  the  year’s  fair  morn. 
And  with  its  earlieft  purple  braid  my  brows. 
The  violet,  or  primrofe,  breathing  fweets 
New  to  the  fenfe.  lanthe  by  my  fide. 

More  lovely  than  the  feafon  !  rais’d  her  voice, 
1 1 5  Oblervant  of  his  rites,  in  feftal  lays, 

4  Am  * 

And  thus  addreft  the  patron  of  the  Ipring. 

* 

e‘  Hail,  Valentine  !  at  thy  approach  benign, 

•  „  ^ 

<c  Profufe  of  gems,  the  bofom  of  the  earth 
u  Her  fragrant  ftores  unfolds  :  the  fields  rejoice, 

9  ^  9  A* 

120  u  And,  in  the  infancy  of  plenty,  fmile  : 

<c  The  vallies  laugh  and  fing :  the  woods,  alive, 

•  *  .•  *  's.J  >  •  ■  .  *  *  *  J  sJ  4  *  <  «  «  ^  ^4  4  *  4  \  0,4  1  *  9 

€C  Sprout  into  floating  verdure,  to  embow’r 
u  Thofe  happy  lovers,  who  record  thy  praife. 

a  “ Hail, 


/ 
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u  Hail,  Valentine  !  at  thy  approach  benign, 

125  Ci  Inhaling  genial  raptures  from  the  fun, 
u  The  plumy  nations  fwell  the  fong  of  joy, 
u  Thy  loaring  choirifters !  The  lark,  the  thrufh, 
u  And  all  th'  aerial  people,  from  the  wren 
<c  And  linnet  to  the  eagle,  feel  the  flings 

130  cc  Of  amorous  delight,  and  ling  thy  praile, 

<  .  '4 

%  w  v 

<c  Hail,  Valentine  !  at  thy  approach  benign, 
<c  Quick  o'er  the  foft’ning  foul  the  gentle  gales 
“  Of  fpring,  awaking  blifs,  inftin6live,  move 
“  The  ardent  youth  to  breath  the  fighs  of  faith 

1 35  Ci  Into  the  virgin’s  heart  5  who,  lick  of  love, 

&  > 

Ci  With  equal  fires,  and  purity  of  truth 

4 

Contenting, blulhes  while  Ihe  chaunts  thy  praile, 

0 

♦4  '  “9  ^  %  f  y  gn  \  w  ■  1  4  •  » 

[  4  V  **  t  9  *  ♦  *  *  ,  a  t  _  i  *  i  f  t  r  '  *  *  \ 

\  *  o  *  /  '  1  ^  *  *■  ±  .  .  .  I  >  .  *  J  .  ^  . 

.  So  fung  Ianthe  :  to  my  heart  I  preft 

C  Her 
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Her  fpotlefs  fweetnefs  :  when,  (with  wonder, hear!) 
140  Tho’  fhe  fhone  fmiling  by,  the  torpid  pow’rs 
Of  heavinefs  weigh’d  down  my  beamlels  eyes. 
And  prefs’d  them  into  night.  The  dews  of  death 
Hung,  clammy,  on  my  forehead,  like  the  damps? 
Of  midnight  iepulchres  }  which,  filent,  op’d 
1 45  By  weeping  widows,  or  by  friendlhip’s  hand. 
Yawn,  hideous  on  the  moon,  and  Haft  the  ftars 
With  peftilential  reek.  My  head  is  tora 
With  pangs  infufferable,  pulfive  ftarts. 

And  pungent  aches,  griding  thro’  the  brain, 

JL 

150  To  madnefs  hurrying  the  tormented  fenfe. 

And  hate  of  being--r-Poor  I  an  the  wept 

_v  • 

Mi 

In  bitternefs,  and  took  me  by  the  hand 
Compaffionately  kind  :  “  Alas !  ftie  cry’d, 
a  What  fudden  change  is  this  ?  (Again  fhe  wept.) 
155  <c  Say,  can  Ianthe  prove  the  fource  of  pain 


“To 
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<c  To  Mufidorus  ?  O  forbid  it,  heav’n  !” 

No,  beauteous  innocence  l  As  foon  the  rofe 
Shall  poifon  with  its  balm ;  as  foon  the  dove 
Become  a  white  diffembler,  and  the  ftream 
160  With  lulling  murmurs,  creeping  thro’ the  grove, 
Offend  the  fhepherd  s  (lumber — Scarce  my  tongue 
Thefe  faultering  accents  ftammer’d }  down  I  fink, 
And  a  lethargick  ffupor  fteeps  my  fenfe 
In  dull  oblivion :  till  returning  Pain, 

165  Too  faithful  monitor  !  and  dire  Difeafe 
Bid  me  remember,  Pleafure  is  a  dream. 

That  Health  has  eagles  wings,  nor  tarries  long. 

t  r  *  *  *  r  r 

-  *  >  if  **  •  r 

.•  -*  4.  •  i  1  «  i  1  *  *  i  •;  t  -  *  ;  ?  r  4  -  •  *  *  *  -  *  *  - 

^  V  ^  % 

New  horrors  rife.  For,  in  my  pricking  veins 

I  feel  a  forky  flame  :  the  rapid  flood 

* 

170  Of  throbbing  life,  excurfive  from  the  laws 

*  •  •  \ 

Of  fober  nature,  and  harmonious  health, 

C  2  1  Boils 
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Boils  in  tumultuary  eddies  round 
Its  fourfting  channels.  Parching  thirft,  anon* 
Drinks  up  the  vital  maze,  as  Simois  dry, 
i  y  -  Or  Zanthus,  by  the  arm  ignipotentr  -  -  - 
With  a  red  torrent  of  involving  flames- 
Exhaufted  ;  when  Achilles  with  their  floods 
Wag’d  more  than  mortal  war  :  the  god.  of  fire' 

o  o 

Wide  o’er  the  waters  pour’d  th’  inundant  blaze, 
i  So  The  fhrinking  waters  to  the  bottom  boil 

O 

And  hifs  in  ruin.  O  !  ye  rivers,’  roll 
Your  cooling  cryftal  o’er  my  burning  bread:. 
For  i£tna  rages  here  !  Ye  fnows,  defcend  $ 

Bind  me  in  icy  chains,  ye  northern  winds, 

185  And  mitigate  the  furies  of  the  fire  ! 

Good  heaven !  what  hoards  of  unrepented  guilt 
Have  drawn  this  vengeance  down,  have  rais’d 
this  fiend  ~ 
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To  lafh  me  with  his  flames  ?  But,  Q,  forgive 
My  rafhnefs,  that  dares  blame  thy  juft  decrees. 
190  It  is  thy  rod  :  I  kifs  it  with  my  heart, 

As  well  as  lips :  like  Aaron’s  may  it  bloom 
With  fruits  of  goodnefs  not,  like  Mofes’  turn- 
A  ferpent  3  or,.  to-  tempt  me  to  accufe 
The  kind  oppreffion  of  thy  righteous  hand,, 

195:  Or,  fting  me  to  defpair.--—  Affliction,,  hail! 
Thou  fchool  of  Virtue  !  glad,  I  enter  in* 

Thy  gates  of  ebony..  Yet,.  O,  correct 
Thy  fervant  not  witla  judgment,  not  in  wrath. 
But  with  thy  mercy,.  Lord !  thy  ftripes  will  heal- 
ioo  Thus-  without  herefy,,  Afflictions  prove 
A  purgatory  3  fave  us  as  by  fire 
And  purifying  off  the  drofs  of  fin,. 

Like  old  Elijah's  chariot,  rap  the  foul,. 

On  wings  of  meditation,  to  the  fkies* 
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205  In  health  we  have  no  time  to  vifit  truth: 
Health’s  the  difeafe  of  morals  :  few  in  health 
Turn  o’er  the  volumes  which  will  make  us  wife. 
What  are  ye,  now,  ye  tuneful  triflers  !  once 
The  eager  folace  of  my  eafy  hours, 

21  o  Ye  dear  deiuders  or  of  Greece  or  Rome, 

A 

Anacreon,  Horace,  Virgil,  Homer,  what  ? 

The  gay,  the  bright  5  the  fober,  the  fublime  ? 
And  ye  of  fofter  ftrain,  ye  amorous  fools. 
Correctly  indolent,  and  fweetly  vain, 

215  Tibullus,  Ovid ;  and  the  female-verfe 

Of  her,  who,  plunging  from  Leucadia’s  heights? 
Extinguifh’d,  with  her  life,  her  hopelefs  fires. 
Or  role  a  fwan,  as  love-ftruck  fancy  deem’d. 
Who  wou’d  not,  in  thefe  hours  of  wifdom,  give 

•  .  .  _  nr  #  .  »  :  >  4  ■%'- 

220  A  Vatican  of  wits  for  one  faint  Paul  ? 

Dare  Tully  with  the  golden  mouth  of  Greece, 

With 
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With  Chryfoftom  in  rhet’rick-thunder  join, 
Advent’rous,  now  ?  as  foon  the  feeble  found, 
Salmoneus,  of  thy  brazen  bridge  contends 
225  With  Jove’s  aethereal  peal,  and  burfting  roar 
Fulminous,  rending  earth,  o’erturning  air. 

And  lhaking  heav’n.  Or  fhall  the  pointed  pen 
Of  J  Corduba,  with  hoftile  labour  bend 
Its  fentences  obfcure  againft  the  force 
230  Of  Hierom’s  noble  fire  ?  as  foon  the  moon’s 
Dull-blunted  horn  dares  pour  her  pallid  beam. 
Againft  the  boundlefs  majefty  of  day. 

The  fun’s  refulgent  throne ;  when,, high,  in  noon; 
He  kindles  up  the  earth  to  light  and  joy. 

1 

235  My  beft  inftru&or,  Sicknefs,  fhuts  the  eye 
From  vanity  3  fhe  draws  the  curtains  round: 

The  couch,  nor  gives  admittance  to  the  world  : 

£  Seneca  was  born  at.  Corduba  in  Spain; 

3,  ■  Bmt 
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But  to  Harpocrates  configns  the  door, 

V_fi' »  ,  *  r  ki 

And,  filent,  whifpers  me,  that  u  life  is  vain.” 


240  If  life  be  vain,  on  what  fhall  man  depend  ? 
Depend  on  Virtue.  Virtue  is  a  rock 
Which  ftands  for  ever ;  braves  the  frowning  flood. 
And  rears  its  awful  brow,  direct,  to  heaven. 
Tho’  virtue  fave  not  from  the  grave,  (he  gives 
245  Her  votaries  to  the  ftars  ;  (he  plucks  the  fling 
From  the  grim  king  of  terrors ;  fmooths  the  bed 
Of  anguilh,  and  bids  death,  tho’  dreadful,  Anile. 
Death  fmiles  on  virtue  :  And  his  vifage,  blacky 
Tet  comely  feems.  A  chriftian  fcorns  the  bounds 
250  Where  limited  creation  faid  to  time, 

u  Here  1  have  end”.  Rapt’rous,  he  looks  beyond 
Or  time  or  ipace  he  triumphs  o’er  decay  j 
And  fills  Eternity  :  the  next  to  God  ! 
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Death  was  not  man’s  inheritance ;  but  life, 
255  Immortal,  but  a  paradife  of  blifs. 

Unfading  beauty,  and  eternal  fpring, 

The  gifts  of  God’s  right-hand  !  till  monftrous  Sin, 
The  motly  child  of  fatan  and  of  hell. 

Invited  dire  Difeafe  into  the  world, 

• 

260  And  her  diftorted  brood  of  ugly  fhapes. 
Abominable  !  and  fix’d  their  refidence 
On  earth,  invisible  to  human  fight, 

The  portion  and  the  fcourge  of  mortal  man, 

C  '  Y  '*  '  *J  U  . 

Yet  tho’  to  human  fight  invifible, 

265  If  fhe  whom  I  implore,  Urania,  deign, 

/  _  1 

With  Euphrafy  to  purge  away  the  mills 
Which,  humid,  dim  the  mirror  of  the  mind, 

(As  Venus  gave  iEneas  to  behold 
The  angry  gods  with  flame  o’erwhelming  Troy, 
270  Neptune  and  Pallas,)  not  in  vain.  I’ll  ling 

D 
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The  myftick  terrors  of  this  gloomy  reign : 
And,  led  by  her,  with  dangerous  courage  prefs 
Through  dreary  paths,  and  haunts,  by  mortal  foot 
Rare  vifited :  unlefs  by  thee,  I  ween, 

275  Father  of  fancy,  of  defcriptive  verfe. 

And  Ihadowy  beings,  gentle  Edmund,  hight 
Spenfer !  the  fweeteft  of  the  tuneful  throng, 

1  "  _  , 

Or  recent,  or  of  eld.  Creative  bard. 

Thy  fprings  unlock,  expand  thy  fairy  fcenes, 
280  Thy  unexhaufted  ftores  of  fancy  fpread. 

And  with  thy  images  inrich  my  fong. 

t 
X 

Deep  in  a  delert-vale,  a  Palace  ftands 
Sublimely  mournful :  to  the  eye  it  feems 
The  manfion  of  Defpair,  or  ancient  Night. 

285  The  graces  of  the  Seafbns  never  knew 

To  fhed  their  bounty  here,  or  fmiling,  blefs, 

With 
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With  hofpitable  foot,  its  bleak  domain. 
Uncultivated.  Nor  the  various  robe 
Of  flufhing  Spring,  with  purple  gay,  invefts 
290  Its  blighted  plains  ;  nor  Summer’s  radiant  hand 
Profufive,  fcatters  o’er  its  baleful  fields 

The  rich  abundance  of  her  glorious  days  : 

And  golden  Autumn  here  forgets  to  reign. 

Here  only  hemlock,  and  whatever  weeds 

1 

2,95  Medea  gather’d,  or  Canidia  brew’d. 

Wet  with  Avernus’  waves,  or  Pontus  yields, 

Or  Colchos,  or  Theflalia  $  taint  the  winds, 

And  choak  the  ground  unhallow’d.  But  the  foil 
Refufes  to  embrace  the  kindly  feeds 
300  Of  healing  vegetation,  fage,  and  rue. 

Dittany,  and  Amello,  blooming  ftill 
In  Virgil’s  rural  page.  The  bitter  yew, 

(.a  a  D  %  The 
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The  church-yard’s  (hade !  and  cyprefs’wither’d  arms 
In  formidable  ranks  furround  its  courts 
305  With  umbrage  dun  j  adminiftring  a  roof 
T o  birds  of  ominous  portent ;  the  bat, 

The  raven  boding  death,  the  fcreaming  owl 
Of  heavy  wing,  while  ferpents,  ru filing,  hifs, 
And  croaking  toads  the  odious  concert  aid. 

\ 

310  The  peevifh  eaft,  the  rheumy  fouth,  the  north 
Pregnant  with  ftorms,  are  all  the  winds  that  blow ; 
While,  diftant  far,  the  pure  Etefian-gales, 

And  weftern-breezes  fan  the  fpicy  beds 
Of  Araby  the  bleft,  or  fhake  their  balm 
315  O’er  fair  Britannia’s  plains,  and  wake  her  flow’rs. 
Eternal  damps,  and  deadly  humours,  drawn 
In  pois’nous  exhalations  from  the  deep, 
Conglomerated  into  folid  night, 

i  4 
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And  darknefs,  aimed  to  be  felt,  forbid 
320  The  fun,  with  chearful  beams,  to  purge  the  air, 
But  roll  their  fuftocating  horrors  round 
I  need ant,  banilhing  the  blooming  train 
Of  health,  and  joy,  for  ever,  from  the  Dome, 

In  fad  magnificence  the  palace  rears 
3  25  Its  mouldering  columns  $  from  thy  quarries,  Nile, 
Of  fable  marble,  and  Egyptian  mines 
Embowel’d.  Nor  Corinthian  pillars,  gay 
With  foliag’d  capitals  and  figur’d  frize, 

Nor  feminine  lonique,  nor,  tho’  grave, 

330  The  fluted  Dorique,  and  the  Tufcan  plain. 

In  juft  proportions  rife :  but  Gothic,  rude, 
Irreconcil’d  in  ruinous  defign : 

Save  in  the  center,  in  relievo  high, 

And  fwelling  emblematically  bold. 
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333  *n  the  apple  rofe,  ct  whofe  mortal  tajle 

a  Brought  death  into  the  worlds  and  all  our  woe.” 
Malignantly  delighted,  dire  Difeafe 
Surveys  the  glittering  peft,  and  grimly  fmiles 
With  hellifh  glee.  Beneath,  totters  her  throne, 
340  Of  jarring  elements  j  earth,  water,  lire  ; 

Where  hot,  and  cold ;  and  moift,and  dry  maintain 
Unnatural  war.  Shapelefs  her  frightful  form, 

(A  chaos  of  diftemper’d  limbs  in  one.) 

Huge  as  Megaera  $  cruel  as  the  grave } 

345  Her  eyes,  two  comets ;  and  her  breath,  a  ftorm. 
High  in  her  arms,  if  arms  they  be,  Ihe  wields 
Her  fcepter,  half  a  Ikeleton  ;  and  points 
To  the  dead  walls,  befmear’d  with  curfed  tales 
Of  Plagues  red-fpotted,  of  blue  Peftilence 

0 

350  W alking  in  darknefs  $  Havock  at  their  heels  5 
Lean  Famine,  gnawing  in  defpight  her  arm  : 

What- 
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Whatever  Egypt,  Athens,  or  Melfina, 

4  > 

Conftantinople,  Troynovant,  Marfeils, 

Or  Cairo  felt,  or  Spagnolet  cou’d  paint. 

355  A  fickly  taper,  glimmering  feeble  rays 
Acrofs  the  gloom,  makes  horror  vilible. 

And  punilhes,  while  it  informs,  the  eye. 

A  thoufand  and  ten  thoufand  monftrous  lhapes 
Compofe  the  group  ;  the  execrable  crew 
360  Which  Michael,  in  vifion  ftrange,  difclos’d 
To  Adam,  in  the  Lazar -houfe  of  woe  } 

A  colony  from  hell.  The  knotted  Gout  ; 

The  bloated  Dropfy  $  and  the  racking  Stone 
Rolling  her  eyes  in  anguilh  $  Lepra  foul , 

365  Strangling  Angina  5  Ephialtick  ftarts  , 

Unnerv’d  Paralyfis  ;  with  moift  Catarrhs  \ 
Pleuritis  bending  o’er  its  fide,  in  pain  ; 

Vertigo  ;  murderous  Apoplexy,  proud 


With 
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With  the  late  fpoils  of  Clayton’s  honour’d  life  : 
370  Clayton,  the  good,  the  courteous,  the  humane 3 
Tenacious  of  his  purpofe,  and  his  word 
Firm  as  the  fabled  throne  of  Grecian  Jove. 

Be  juft,  O  memory  !  again  recall 
Thofe  looks  illumin’d  by  his  honeft  heart, 

375  That  open  freedom,  and  that  chearful  eafe, 

The  bounteous  emanations  of  his  foul  : 

c_  * . 

His  Britilh  honour  3  chriftian  charity  3 
And  mild  benevolence  for  human-kind. 

From  every  quarter,  lamentations  loud, 

380  And  lighs  refound,  and  rueful  peals  of  groans 
Roll  echoing  round  the  vaulted  dens,  and  fcreams 
Dolorous,  wrefted  from  the  heart  of  Pain, 

And  brain-fick  Agony.  Around  her  throne 
Six  favourite  furies,  next  herfelf  accurft. 


Their 
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385  Their  difmal  manfions  keep  5  in  order  each, 

As  moft  deftru&ive.  In  the  foremoft  rank. 

Of  polilh’d  fteel,  with  armour  blood-diflain’d. 
Helmets  and  fpears,  and  fhields,  and  coats  of  mail 
With  iron  ftiff,  or  tin,  or  brafs,  or  gold, 

390  Swells  a  triumphal  arch  5  beneath  grim  War 
Shakes  her  red  arm :  for  JVar  is  a  Difeafe, 

The  felleft  of  the  fell !  Why  will  mankind, 

Why  will  they,  when  fo  many  plagues  involve 

This  habitable  globe,  (the  curfe  of  fin,) 

395  Invent  new  defolations  to  cut  off 

The  Chriftian  race  ?  at  leaft  in  Chriftian  climes 
Let  Olives  (hade  your  mountains ;  and  let  Peace 
Stream  her  white  banner  o’er  us  bleft  from  war, 
And  lawrels  only  deck  your  Poet’s  brows. 

c 

400  Or,  if  the  fiery  metal  in  your  blood, 

And  third:  of  human-life  your  bofom  fling. 


-.6  SICKNESS.  Book  I. 

Too  lavage !  let  the  fury  Ioole  of  war. 

And  bid  the  battle  rage  againft  the  breafts 
Of  Afian  Infidels :  redeem  the  tow’rs 
405  Where  David  fung,  the  fon  of  David  bled; 
And  warm  new  Taffo’s  with  the  Epic-flame. 

Right  oppofite  to  War  a  gorgeous  throne 
With  jewels  flaming,  and  embofs’d  with  gold 
And  various  fculpture,  ftrike  the  wond’ring  eye 
4 1  o  With  jovial  fcenes  (amid  deftru&ion  gay,) 

Of  inftruments  of  mirth,  the  harp,  the  lute. 

Of  coftly  viands,  of  delicious  wines. 

And  flow’ry  wreaths  to  bind  the  carelefs  brow 
Of  youth,  or  age  j  as  youth  or  age  demand 
41 5  The  pleafing  ruin  from  the  enchantrefs,  vile 
Intemperance :  than  Circe  fubtler  far. 

Only  fubdu’d  by  wifdom  j  fairer  far. 


Than 
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Than  young  Armida,  whofe  bewitching  charms 
Rinaldo  fetter’d  in  her  rofy  chains  : 

420  Till,  by  Ubaldo  held,  his  diamond  Ihield 
Blaz’d  on  his  mind  the  virtues  of  his  race. 

And,  quick,  diflolv’d  her  wanton  mills  away. 
See,  from  her  throne,  flow-moving,  (he  extends 
A  poilbn’d  gobblet !  fly  the  beauteous  bane  : 
425  The  adder’s  tooth,  the  tiger’s  hungry  fang 

Are  harmlefs  to  her  fmiles  $  her  fmiles  are  death. 
Beneath  the  foamy  luftre  of  the  bowl 
Which  Iparkles  men  to  madnefs,  lurks  a  fnake 
Of  mortal  fling :  fly :  if  you  tafte  the  wine, 

430  Machaon  fwears  that  Moly  cannot  cure. 

Tho’  innocent  and  fair  her  looks,  fhe  holds 
A  lawlefs  commerce  with  her  filler  Pells, 

And  doubly  whets  their  darts  :  away — and  live. 

* 

E  2  Next 

w  ’  -T  ■*  x 
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Next,  in  a  low-brow’d  cave,  a  little  hell, 

43  c  A  penfive  hag,  moping  in  darknefs,  fits 
Dolefully-fad :  her  eyes  (fo  deadly-dull !) 

Stare  from  their  Honied  fockets,  widely  wild  $ 

F or  ever  bent  on  rufty  knives,  and  ropes  $ 

*  t  >  *  f*  If 

On  poignards,  bowls  of  poifon,  daggers  red 
440  With  clotted  gore.  A  raven  by  her  fide 
Eternal  croaks  5  her  only  mate  Defpair  : 

Who,  fcowling  in  a  night  of  clouds,  prelents 
A  thoufand  burning  hells,  and  damned  fouls. 
And  lakes  of  ftormy  fire,  to  mad  the  brain 

|  4 

445  Moon-ftrucken.  Melancholy  is  her  name  5 
Britannia’s  bitter  bane.  Thou  gracious  pow’r, ' 
(Whofe  judgments  and  whole  mercies  who  can  tell  ?) 
With  bars  of  fteel,  with  hills  of  adamant 
Crulh  down  the  looty  fiend  5  nor  let  her  blaft 
45  o  The  facred  light  of  heav’n’s  all-cheering  face. 
Nor  fright,  from  Albion’s  ille,  the  angel  Hope, 
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Fever  the  fourth :  aduft  as  Afric  wilds, 
Chain’d  to  a  bed  of  burning  brafs :  her  eyes 
Like  roving  meteors  blaze,  nor  ever  clofe 
45  5  Their  wakeful  lids :  (he  turns,  but  turns  in  vain. 
Through  nights  of  mifery.  Attendant  Thirft 
Grafps  hard  an  empty  bowl,  and  (hrivel’d  ftrives 
T o  drench  her  parched  throat.  N ot  louder  groans 
From  Phalaris’s  bull,  as  fame  reports, 

..  1 

460  Tormented  with  diftrefsful  din  the  air. 

And  drew  the  tender  tear  from  pity’s  eye, 

v  •  * 

V 

J*  ■ 

Confumption  near  j  a  joylefs,  meagre  wight. 
Panting  for  breath,  and  fhrinking  into  (hade 
Eludes  the  grafp  :  thin  as  th’  embodied  air 
46S  Which,  erft,  deceiv’d  Ixion’s  void  embrace, 

0  •  _  *  +  r  *•  -  « 

Ambitious  of  a  goddefs  1  fcarce  her  legs 
•  Feebly  Ihe  drags,  with  wheezing  labour,  on. 

And 
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And  motion  flow  :  a  willow  wand  dire&s 

■-*'•-»•***  *  * 

Her  tottering  fteps,  and  marks  her  for  the  grave. 

%  ' V'  v  % 

rv  r  f 

e  *  \f  *'  *  ' "  ''  'V  •  ’  -’if  i 

kS  •  /■  .  -  •>'  *  >  •>  W  •  •*  fVl-  ■  4  .  V-  »■  ■  i.  *  - 

470  The  laft,  fo  turpid  to  the  view,  affrights 

Her  neighbour  hags.  Happy  herfelf  is  blind, 

* 

Or  madnefs  wou’d  enfue ;  fo  bloated-black. 

So  loathfome  to  each  fenfe,  the  fight  or  fmell, 
Such  foul  corruption  on  this  fide  the  grave. 

475  Variola  yclep’d  5  ragged,  and  rough. 

Her  couch  perplex’d  with  thorns. — what  heavy 

ffcenes 

Hang  o’er  my  heart  to  feel  the  theme  is  mine ! 
But  providence  commands  5  his  will  be  done ! 
She  rufhes  through  my  blood  ;  fhe  burns  along, 
480  And  riots  on  my  life. — Have  mercy,  heav’n!— 
Variola,  what  art  thou  ?  whence  proceeds 
This  virulence,  which  *  all,  but  we,  efcape  ; 

*  The  Small  Pox  is  peculiar  to  man*  See  Dr,  Fuller's  Exanthematologia , 
4to.  page  167.  &c. 
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Thou  naufeous  enemy  to  human-kind  : 

In  man,  and  man  alone,  thy  myftick  feeds, 

485  Qui  iet,  and  in  their  fecret  windings  hid. 

Lie  unprolifick  ;  till  infedfion  rouze 
Her  pois’nous  particles,  of  proper  fize, 

Figure,  and  meafure,  to  exert  their  pow’r 
Of  impregnation  \  atoms  fubtle,  barb’d, 

490  Infrangible,  indented  $  by  the  laws 
Mechanick,  or  by  Geometrick  rules 
Yet  undifcover’d  :  quick  the  ruin  runs 
Deftrudfive  of  the  folids,  lpirits,  blood 
Of  mortal  man,  and  agitates  the  whole 
495  general  conflagration  and  milrule. 

As  when  the  flinty  feeds  of  fire  embrace 
Some  fit  materials,  ftubble,  furze,  or  ftraw. 

The  crackling  blaze  afcends ;  the  rapid  flood 
Of  ruddy  flames,  impetuous  o’er  its  prey, 

500  Rolls  its  broad  courfe  $  and  half  the  field  devours. 


Book  I. 


32  SICKNESS. 

As  adders  deaf  to  beauty,  wit,  and  youth. 
How  many  living  lyres,  by  thee  unftrung. 

E’er  half  their  tunes  are  ended,  ceafe  to  charm 
Th’ admiring  world  ?  fo  ceas’d  the  matchlefs  name, 

505  By  Cowley  honour’d,  by  Rofcommon  lov’d, 

i  * 

Orinda  :  blooming  Killigrew’s  foft  lay  : 

And  manly  Oldham’s  pointed  vigour,  curs’d 
By  the  gor’d  Ions  of  Loyola  and  Rome. 

And  he  who  Phedra  fung,  in  bulkin’d  pomp, 
510  Mad  with  inceftuous  fires,  ingenious  Smith  : 
Oxonia’s  Ions.  And,  O  our  recent  grief ! 

Shall  *  Beauchamp  die,  forgotten  by  the  mule. 
Or  are  the  mufes  with  their  Hartford  dumb? 
Where  are  ye  ?  weeping  o’er  thy  learned  Rhine, 

515  Bononia,  fatal  to  our  hopes !  or  elle 

.-*•  •  \  »  #» 

*  Lord  Beauchamp,  only  fon  of  the  Earl  of  Hartford,  died  at 
Bolognia  of  the  Small-pox,  Sept,  nth,  1744,  aged  19. 
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By  Rennet’s  chalky  wave,  with  trefles  torn,' 
Or  rude,  and  wildly  floating  to  the  winds, 

"  x 

Mute,  on  the  hoary  willows  hang  the  lyre, 
Neglected?  or  in  rural  Percy-lodge, 
cao  Where  innocence  and  he  walk’d  hand  in  hand. 
The  cyprefs  crop,  or  weave  the  laurel-bough 
T o  grace  his  honour’d  grave  ?  Ye  lillies,  rile 
Immaculate ;  ye  rofes,  fweet  as  morn  5 
Lefs  fweet  and  lefs  immaculate  than  he, 

5  2,5  His  opening  flow’r  of  beauty  foftly  fmil’d. 
And,  fparkling  in  the  liquid  dews  of  youth. 
Adorn’d  the  blefled  light !  with  blofioms  fair. 

Untainted  5  in  the  rank  Italian  foil 

„  \  . 

From  blemifh  pure.  The  virgins  Hole  a  figh, 
530  The  matrons  lifted  up  their  wond’ring  eyes. 
And  bleft  the  Englilh-angel  as  he  pafs’d, 

F 
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Rejoicing  in  his  rays !  why  did  we  truft 

A  plant  fo  lovely  to  their  envious  Ikies, 

« 

Unmercifully  bright  with  favage  beams  ? 

535  His  were  the  arts  of  Italy  before. 

Courting,  and  courted  by  the  clalfic  Mufe. 

He  travel’d  not  to  learn,  but  to  reform, . 

And  with  his  fair  example  mend  mankind. 

Why  need  I  name  (for  diftant  nations  know, 
540  Hefperia  knows ;  O  would  Hefperia  ling  $ 

As  Maro,  erft,  and,  late,  Marino  rais’d 
The  blooming  Beauchamps  of  the  former  times, 
Marcellus;  and  Adonis  to  the  ftars, 

On  wings  of  foaring  fire !  fo  wou’d  Ihe  ling !) 
545  His  uncorrupted  heart  5  his  honour  clear 
As  fummer-funs,  effulging  forth  his  foul 
In  every  word  and  look  :  his  realon’s  ray 
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By  folly,  vanity,  or  vice  unflam’d. 

Shining  at  once  with  purity  and  flrength, 

550  With  Englifh  honefty,  and  Attick  fire: 

His  tendernefs  of  fpirit,  high-inform’d 
With  wide  benevolence,  and  candid  zeal 
For  learning,  liberty,  religion,  truth : 

The  patriot-glories  burning  in  his  breaft, 

555  His  king’s  and  country’s  undivided  friend ! 

Each  publick  virtue,  and  each  private  grace  ; 
The  Seymour  dignity,  the  PERCY-flame  $ 

All,  all ! — E’re  twenty  autumns  roll’d  away 
Their  golden  plenty.  Further  flill !  behold 
560  His  animated  bloom  5  his  flufh  of  health  ; 

The  blood  exulting  with  the  balmy  tide 
Of  vernal  life !  fo  frefh  for  pleafure  form’d 
By  nature  and  the  graces  :  yet  his  youth 
So  temperately  warm,  fo  chaflly  cool, 

F  a 


Ev’n 
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565  Ev’n  feraphims  might  look  into  his  mine!, 

Might  look,  nor  turn  away  their  holy  eyes ! 

v  r  ■  »  /•  -  ... 

Th’  unutterable  eflence  of  good  heav’n, 

That  breath  of  God,  that  energy  divine 
Which  gives  us  to  be  wife,  and  juft,  and  pure, 
570  Full  on  his  bofom  pour’d  the  living  ftream. 
Illum’d,  infpir’d  and  fan&ify’d  his  foul! 

*»  m  ■  r  »  ^ 

And  are  thefe  wonders  vanilh’d  ?  are  thofe  eyes 
Where  ardent  truth,  and  melting  mildnefs  (hone. 
Clos’d  in  a  foreign  land  ?  no  more  to  blels 
575  A  father,  mother,  friend !  no  more  to  charm 
A  longing  people  ?  O,  lamented  youth ! 

Since  fate  and  gloomy  night  thy  beauties  veil’d 
With  fhade  myfterious,  and  eclips’d  thy  beams, 

i 

How  many  Somersets  are  loft  in  Thee ! 
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580  Yet  only  loft  to  earth  ! — For  truft  the  mufe, 
(His  virtues  rather  truft)  She  faw  him  rile, 

She  faw  him  fmile  along  the  tiffu’d  clouds. 

In  colours  rich-embroider’d  by  the  fun. 

Engirt  with  cherub-wings,  and  kindred-forms, 
585  Children  of  light,  the  fpotlels  Youth  of  heav’n ! 
They  hail  their  bleft  companion,  gain’d  lb  loon 

A  partner  of  their  joys  5  and  crown  with  ftars, 

% 

Almoft  as  fair,  the  radiance  of  his  brows. 

Ev’n  where  the  angel  hoft,  with  tongues  of  fire, 
590  Chaunt  to  their  glitteringharps  th’ Almighty ’spraife. 
And,  and  in  a  burning  circle,  ftiout  around 
The  jafper-throne,  he  mingles  flames  with  them  ; 
He  fprings  into  the  center  of  the  choir. 

And,  drinking  in  the  fpirit-moft-divine, 

595  He  lings  as  fweet,  and  glows  as  bright  as  they. 


i The  END  of  the  First  Book. 


-r  V 


«•»  *  A 


* 


* 

^  •  »*  *  -  .  ji  „ 


\ 


' 


7  “>  . 


JT* 


V  •  *  T* 

»  {?  ••  .  •-•*  •"•  »<♦{ 

1.  .  J 


*  .  v  ?  -v  * 

r  v  v*  •  «  •  r*  «  •'  <-  ,  «  /^jUTI  „  * 

.  .  .  .  i; 


. 


V 

i* 

•  -; 

•  *  *  -  *  3  t  |  • 

. 

§  -  *  » 

;  ., 


v: 

^  4  *  f  ;U  Wl 


*y  ’  V 

4 


•  •*  '> 


V  >  . 

*»  •■*••'  a  ,r 1  * 


*  i  * 

\  *•**>  v^l 

* 


* 

1  iT 

. 


.-.•  1  •■  ' 


*, »  -»n 

•fc  W  *■  p»- 


*  •  '  •  * 

-  -  < 


► 


*  /  4  J 


ft 


•  « 


•;  x 


/ 

'  -  »  *  »•  .  »•  •*,,.  V.  ■  *•>  A  '  - 


> 


' 


>  e 


>• 


■  l-k  .  '  . .■  : 


r'A 


4  • 


- 

--  v-  A  *••  •  ,••■'•.  f  >  ■',*  f  ••»  A 

- 

. 


*  V 


■ 


1  i  ;;  l  i  .i 


r>r\  JNf 


*> 


*r  - 

tt  1 


*  -f‘-f  f*  ^  <  y  .  Iff  f%  :  <-t  V  ,  •:  v  >f  ••  3'  •• '  -  »*£/ 

-  •  A  ;  t  .1  .  I  t  >.  A\.  ■  ;  ■  1  ^  .  :  :  i 

\  j  *  — "r  J  N* 

' 

.. 

"  — _  • 


V 


•  *  #1 


•  ’  -■  , 

‘  ,  •  •  •■;■■'  P  t 

...  .  -V 


J  * 


-  *  ■  ■'  *  ■  -  i  ■  »! 


» 

4 


X  *•  j 


J  A  f; 


■  i’  JH  ^  -:  “V. 


\ 


'•f 


U  w. 


NOTES  and  ALLUSIONS. 


Ver.  8,  jy  LU  CKT  from  the  cyprefs ,  &c. 

Thus  Horace: 

Bar  biton  hie  Paries  hahebit .  Lib.  iii.  Ode  26. 

And,  a  greater  than  Horace  in  lyric  poetry,  the  Royal  Pfalmifl  repre- 
fents  the  fame  image : 

As  for  our  harps  we  hanged  them  up>  upon  the  trees  that  are  therein. 

Pfalm  cxxxvii.  2. 

4  *'  -*  » - 

Ver.  25.  Paphos ,  a  city  of  Cyprus ;  formerly  dedicated  to  Venus. 

Ver.  25.  Acidale ,  a  fountain  in  Orchomenus,  a  city  of  Bceotia,  where 
the  Graces  were  fuppofed  to  bathe  themfelves.  The  genealogy  of  the  Gra- 
ces  is  very  diverfly  related.  But  Hefod  fays,  they  were  the  offspring  of 
Jupiter  and  Eurynome.  ‘I’heog. 

Ver.  47.  Burfl  on  the  tingling  ears  of  Job ,  &c. 

The  book  of  Job  is  aferib’d  to  various  authors,  and  amongft  the  reft  to 
Mofes.  I  am  proud  to  obferve  that  Dr.  Toung  has  ftrengthened  this  opini¬ 
on  in  his  notes  to  his  admirable  poem  on  Job.  Moft  of  the  arguments  on 
each  fide  of  the  queftion  may  be  found  in  Pole* s  Synopfis  Critic,  in  the  be¬ 
ginning  of  his  notes  on  the  book  of  Job ;  and  in  Mr.  S,  iVeflefs  curious 
differtation  on  the  fame  fubjedt. 

Ver.  63.  We  dream  of  Jhadows ,  when  we  talk  of  life , 

%  j  .  1 

2x12$  ovoto  cLv^cwTr®^.  Bind.  PJb.  Ode  8. 

m 

Sophocles  has  much  the  fame  thought  in  his  Ajaxj  and,  to  dignify  the 
fentiment,  he  puts  it  into  the  mouth  of  Ulylfes ; 
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*Ooco  y&  y]fJLa.q  a Fey  aMo  'gtTCzv 
31 EtfcdPiM  ocrot  n&eg  KBCpw  c tymxvI 

The  fcholiaft  ebferves,  that  he  borrowed  the  Sentiment  from  Pindar . 

Ver.  64.  We  dream,  &c.  Of  Pel  op  s'  f milder— 

The  poets  feign  that  Tantalus  ferved  up  his  fon  Pelops  to  the  table  of  the 
gods :  They  re-united  the  fragments.,  and  formed  his  fhoulder,  which  was 
loft,  of  ivory.  Ovid '.  Met .  Lib.  vi. 

—Humeroque  Pelops  infignis  eburno.  Virg.  Georg,  in* 

I  {hall  add  this  beautiful  paflage  from  Tibullus: 

—  —  —  Carmina  ni  fmt , 

Ex  humero  Pelopis  non  nituijfet  ebur>  Lib*  i.  Eleg.  4.'  a 

Ver.  64.  —Of  Pythagoras'  thigh . 

This  is  told  with  fo  much  humour  by  Mr.  Addifon  in  one  of  his  fineft 
works,  that  I  rather  chufe  to  give  an  authority  from  him,  than  any  of  the 
ancients.  “  The  next  man  aftonifhed  the  whole  table  with  his  appearance  : 
“  He  was  flow,  folemn,  and  filent,  in  his  behaviour,  and  wore  a  raiment  cu- 
c<  rioufly  wrought  with  hieroglyphicks.  As  he  came  into  the  middle  of  the 
<c  room,  he  threw  back  the  fkirt  of  it,  and  difcov'ered  a  golden  thigh.  Socra- 
<c  tes  at  the  fight  of  it  declared  againft  keeping  company  with  any  who 
“  were  not  made  of  flefh  and  blood  ;  and  therefore  defined  Diogenes  the 
<£  Laertian  to  lead  him  to  the  apartment  allotted  the  fabulous  heroes,  and 
“  worthies  of  dubious  existence,  &c.” 

The  Table  of  Fame ,  Patler  Vol.  II.  N°  81. 

Ver.  65.  Of  Snrius' s  faints 4 

Sarins  writ  the  voluminous  legend  of  the  Romifh  faints,  in  fix  volumes  in 
folio.  Dr.  Donne  in  his  fatyrs  has  given  Kim  this  character  ; 

- - —  ™  outlie  either  . 

jovius,  or  Surius,  or  both  together*  Sat.  4* 

Ver.  105,  The  day  was  Valentine’s,  &c* 

See  Buchanan's  Valentiniana  Epig.  L.  iii.  and  Donne's  excellent  Epithala- 
rniurn  on  the  Lady  Elizabeth  and  the  Count  Palatine,  being  Valentine's  day. 

Ver.  113* 
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Ver.  1 13.  Ianth q  by  my  fide . 

-•  \  1  ; 

Sicknefs  being  a  fubjedt  fo  difagreeable,  in  itfelf,  to  human  nature,  it  was 
thought  neceflary,  as  fable  is  the  foul  of  poetry,  to  relieve  the  imagina¬ 
tion  with  the  following,  and  fome  other  Epifodes.  For  to  defer ibe  the 
anguifh  of  a  diftemper  without  a  mixture  of  fome  more  pleafing  incidents, 
would,  no  doubt,  difguft  every  good-natur’d  and  tender  reader. 

Ver.  126.  'The  plumy  nations ,  &c. 

Our  fine  deferiptive-poet  in  his  poem  on  the  feafons  has  fung  the  paffion  of 
the  groves  (to  ufe  his  own  expreffion)  more  fweetly  than  even  the  birds 
which  he  celebrates,  are  able  to  do. 

.  .  .  .  See  Thompfon* s  Spring,  p..  28,  &c.  4to. 

Ver.  174.  —  —  —  —  As  Simois  dry , 

Or  Z  ant  bus .  See  Homer ,  Ilias.  B.  xxi. 

Ver."  215.  And  the  female  v  erf e,  See, 

« 

Sapho.  See  Mr.  Addifori* s  Spedlators,  Vol.  III. 

Ver.  226  Salmoneus  of  thy  brazen  bridge ,  &c. 

Salmoneus  king  of  Elis,  a  province  in  the  Peloponnefus.  He  was  fo  arro¬ 
gant  as  to  affedt  being  thought  a  god  :  for  which  end  he  built  a  bridge  of 
brafs,  by  driving  over  which  in  his  chariot,  he  endeavour’d  to  make  himfelfbe 
believ’d  the  Thunderer.  But  Jupiter,  enrag’d  at  his  impiety,  ftruck  him  dead 
with  a  real  thunderbolt. 

-  • '  ' 

Vidi  ere  dulls  dantem  Sahnonea  pcenas. 

Hum  fammas  Jovis  &  fonitus  imitatur  Olympi — — - 

Demens  qui  nimbos ,  &  non  imitabile  fulmen 

ALte  &  Corni'pedum  curfu  i mi  tar  at  e  quorum . 

r  •;  ’  Virg.  JEn.  Lib.  vi, 

* 

Ver.  238.  And  to  Harpocrates  confgns  ‘  the  door. 

Harpocrates,  the  god  of  filence  amongft  the  Egyptians! 

*  %  '  T  *  v  •  •  r  . 

Si  qiiicquam  tacite  commiffum  ejl  fido  ab  amico ,  *  '  ‘ 

Me  unum  ef'e  internes  illorum  jure  facratum , 

Corneli,  &  faffum  ejfe  put  a  Harpocratem fc  Catull,  . 

G  Hence 
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Hence  Erafmusy  Lib.  Adag.  tells  us,  that  reddere  Harpocratem  is  the  fame 
as  mutum  reddere .  So  Catullus  in  another  place  : 

Patruum  reddidit  Harpocratem. 

Ovid  defcribes  him  in  the  fame  manner,  without  taking  notice  of  his 
name,  amongft  the  attendants  of  Ifis : 


Quique  premit  vocemy  digitoque  filentia  fuadet. 

,  r  ,  .  Metam.  Lib.  ix. 

This  defcription  intirely  agrees  with  the  feveral  medals  and  ftatues  of 
Harpocrates,  which  the  learned  antiquary  Gijb.  Cuperus  exhibits  in  his  la* 
borious  diflertation  on  that  fubjed,  printed  with  his  Monumenta  Anti- 
qua,  1687.  (  #  . 

But  upon  another  account  likewife,  Harpocrates  may  juftly  be  appointed 
to  attend  upon  the  fick ;  for  he  is  numbered  amongft  the  falutary  gods, 
who  aflifted  in  extream  dangers:  as  appears  from  Artemidorusy  Oneir.  L.-iL 
C.  44.  where,  after  having  mentioned  Serapis,  Ifis,  Anubis,  and  Harpocrates, 
he  goes  on  thus  ;  Semper  enim  fer  vat  ores  crediti  funt  hi  dii ,  eorum  qui  per 
omnia  exercitati  funt ,  &  ad  extremum  periculum  pervenerunt ,  &c.  Kircher 
alfo,  in  his  Oedip.  Egyp.  p.  2  vol.  II.  p.  385.  amongft  others  to  the  fame  pur- 
pofe,  has  thefe  remarkable  words  : 

Reverebantur  Mg)ptiy  prceter  cretera  numina  maxi  me  I/in  &  Ofirin ,  ac 
borum ,  five  Harpocratemy  tanquam  latricos  Genios .  ^ 

Ver.  266.  With  Euphrafyy  Angl.  Eyebright.  This  herb  was  unknown  to 
the  ancients  ;  at  leaft  it  is  not  mention’d  by  them.  It  is  of  extraordinary 
fervice  to  the  eye,  curing  moft  of  its  diftempers.  •  . 

—  Cum  debilitat  morbi  vis  improba  vifumy 

Aut  vinumy  aut  ccecusy  luminis  efory  amory  &c. 

'Tunc  egoy  non  frujldy  vocor — 

Couleius  Lib.  Plant*  p.  39, 

—  - —  Purged  with  euphrafy  and  rue  .  . 

The  vifual  nerve.  Milton . 


Ver.  268.  As  Venus  gave  /Eneas  to  beholdy  &c. 

See  Virgil .  JEn .  Lib.  ii.  Which  feems  to  be  borrow’d  from  Homer.  Ilias* 
Lib.  v.  We  have  feveral  of  the  like  instances  in  the  facred  volumes.  Gen . 

0  /  7  y  • 
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_  * 

X  si,  5Q.  And  God  open'd  her  eyes  and  Jhe  faw  a  well  of  wafer.  Nctnfeers,  ixYu 
31*  Then  the  open'd  the  eyes  of  Balaam #  and  he  faxo  the  angel  of  the 
i.&dt  & c.  Madam  JDacier  takes  notice  of  this  in  her  notes  to  Ilomrr, 

Ver.  273.  —  —  —  by  mortal  foot 
Rare  vifited. 

See  Virgil: 

r 

Sed  me  ParnaJJi  deferta  per  ardua  dulcis 
Raptat  amor .  Juvat  ire  jugisy  qua  nulla  priommy 
Cajlaham  mollt  aivertitur  orbita  clivo. 

Georg,  Lib.  iii„ 

Which  is  imitated  from  Lucretius ,  Lib.  ii. 

Avia  Pieridum  peragro  locay  nullius  a?ite 
Trita  pede ,  &c. 

Ver.  267.  —  —  —  gentle  Edmund \  bight 

Spenfer  ! 

The  date  of  our  Englifh  poetry  may  with  great  juftice  begin  with  Spenfer. 
It  is  true,  Chaucer ,  Gowery  and  Lydgate  were  mafters  of  uncommon  beau¬ 
ties,  coniidering  the  age  they  lived  in,  and  have  deferibed  the  humours, 
paffions,  &c,  with  great  difeernment.  Yet  none  of  them  feem  to  have 
been  half  fo  well  acquainted  with  the  very  life  and  being  of  poetry,  inven¬ 
tion,  painting,  and  defign,  as  Spenfer .  Chaucer  was  the  beft  before  him ; 
but  then  he  borrowed  moft  of  his  poems,  either,  from  the  ancients,  or 
from  Boccace ,  Petr  arch ,  or  the  Proven$al  writers,  &c.  Thus  his  Troilus 
and  Creflida,  .  the  largeft  of  his  works,  was  taken  from  Lollius ;  and  the 
Romant  of  the  Rofe,  was  mandated  from  the  French  of  John  Noony  an 
Englifhman,  who  flourifhed  in  the  reign  of  Richard  II.  and  fo  of  the  reft. 
As  for  thofe  who  follow’d  him,  fuch  as  Heywcody  Scogany  Skeltony  &.c, 
they  feem  to  be  wholly  ignorant  of  either  numbers,  language,  propriety, 
or  even  decency  itfelf.  I  muft  be  underftood  to  except  the  Earl  of 
Surryy  Sir  Thomas  Wiaty  Sir  Philip  Sidney ,  feveral  pieces  in  the  minor 
of  magiftrates,  and  a  few  parts  of  Mr.  G.  Gafcoig?i$  and  Turbervf/'s 
works. 

.  •  ■  »  - 

Ver.  295.  Medea  gather'd  and  Canidia  brew'd,  &c. 


G 
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notorious  for  her  incantations  in  Ovidy  &c.. 


as  Canidia 


m 


Ver.  296.  —  ~  Or  Pontus  yields,  Sec;.  < 

•.  i  *  '  -  -  »  V  - •  * 

Pontus,  Colchos,  and  Theflulia,  well  known  for  producing  noxious  and, 

poisonous  herbs  and  plants. 

Has  herb  as,  atque  hcec  P  onto  mi  hi  ledia  evenena , 

Ipfe  dedit  Mceris  y  nafcimtur  plurima  Ponto . 

Virg,  Eclog.  8. 


Herbafque  quas  &  Colchos 
’  Venenorum  feraw 


&  Iberia  mittit, 

Hor.  Epod.  5.. 


'Vheffala  quinetiam  tellus  herhafque  nocentes , 

Rap i bus  ingenuit. 

Lucan .  Lib..  w. 


Ver,  301..  - Amello  blooming  ft  ill 

In  Virgil's  rural  page . 

Eft  etiam  jlos  in  pratis  cut  nomen  Amello ,. 

Fecere  agricolce. 

Virg .  Georg.  Lib.  iv» 

Befides*  there  grows  a  flow’r  iu  marfhy  ground. 

Its  name  Amellus,  eafy  to  be  found  v 
A  mighty  fpring  works  in  its  root,  and  cleaves 
The  fprouting  ftalk,  and  fliews  itfelf  in  leaves. 

The  flow’r  itfelf  is  of  a  golden  hue. 

The  leaves  inclining  to  a.  darker  blue,  &c. 

AddifoVs  Works,  vol.  T.  ^to^ 


Ver.  254.  .  •—  —  —  or  Spagnolet  could  paint. 

ib  ,  % 

A  famous  painter,  eminent  for  drawing'  the  diftrefles  and  agonies  of  hu¬ 
man  nature. 


Yer.  36a 
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NOTES  and  -  ALLUSIONS. 

Ver.  360.  Which  Michael y  in  vifion  Jirange . 

See  Milton's  Paradife  Loft,  B.  xi. 

Ver.  369.  —  — -  Clayton's  honoured  life . 

Sir  William  Clayton,  Bart,  died  at  Marden  in  Surrey,  December  the. 
28  th,  1744. 

Ver.  405.  Where  David  fung ,  &c„, 

Tho’  a  croifade  may  feem  very  roman  tick  (and  perhaps  it  is  fo)  yet  it  has 
been  applauded  by  the  greateft  writers  of  different  ages  5  by  /Eneas  Sylvius ,  . 
by  BeJJario n,  by  iV 'auger ins,  &c.  who  have  each  writ  orations  upon  that  fub-- 
jedt.  And.  here  I  cannot  help  obferving,  that  Cafjhnire  and  jac.  Balde ,  the  two 
moft  celebrated  of  the  modern  -  lyric  poets,  have  writ  feveral  of  their,  fineft  odes 
to  animate  the  chriftian  princes  to  luch  a  defign  •,  and  that  T ’ajjo  has  adorn’d 
the.  expedition  of  Godfrey  of  Bulloign  with  the  moft  beautiful  and  perfect, 
poem  fince  the  iEnei$-{for  I  prefer  Milton  to  Virgil  himfelf.) 

Ver.  416..  Than  Circe  fubtler  jar .  .. 

See  Homer's  Odyffey,  Lib.  x.. 

Ver.  418.  Than  young  Ar mi da ,  See. 

«  •  •  .  »  * 

See  Tajfo's  II  Godfredo,  Canto  iv.  Stanz...  29,  &c.  Canto  xiv,  Stanz.  .68, . 
Canto  xvi.  Stanz.  29... 

*  . 

Ver.  430.  Machaon  fivears ,  &c. . 

Machaon  celebrated  in  Homer  y  but  here  ufed,  in  general,  for  any  phyn— 
eian..  So  Ovid:-  *  '  < 

Firma  valent  per  fey  nullumque  Machaona  queer  unt. 

And  Martial : 

h/uid  tibi  cum  medicis.  ?  dimitt e  Machaonas  omnes 

Ver.  43 O".  That' Moly  cannot  cure,. 

Mercury  is  laid  to  have  prefented  Moly  to  Ulyfies  to  preferve  him  fromuthe 
charms  of  Circe.  Homer's  Odyfll  Lib.  x. 


4S  NOTES  and  ALLUSIONS. 

rL\r  cccx  Qumcrau  'trc{>€  Sc Z* 

Thus  while  I*e  fpoke,  the  fuvereign  plant  he  drew. 

Where  on  th’  all-bearing  earth  unmark'd  it  grew. 

And  fliew’d  its  nature  and  its  wondrous  pow’r  ; 

Black  was  the  root,  but  milky  white  the  flow’r  : 

Moly  the  name. 

Mr.  Pope, 

Laudatifjima  herbarum  eft  Homero ,  quam  vocari  a  diis  putat  Moly,  §?  in - 
*ventionem  ejus  Mer curio  ajjignat ,  contraque fumma  veneficia  demonftrat ,  &c. 

Plinius ,  Lib.  xxv.  C.  4. 

Ver.  459.  From  Bhalartis  bull,  &c. 

Amongft  feveral  inftruments  of  torment  that  Phalaris  caufed  to  be  con¬ 
trived,  there  was  a  bull  of  brafs,  in  which  people  being  caft,  and  a  fire  plac’d 
under  it,  they  bellowed  like  oxen.  Perillus,  the  artift,  demanding  a  great 
.reward  for  his  invention,  was  put  in  it  himfelf  to  try  the  firft  experiment. 
Upon  which  Pliny  makes  this  good-natur’d  reflection :  Perillum  ?ie?no  laudat 
faviorem  Phalaride  tyranno ,  qui  taurum  fecit ,  mugitus  hominis  pollicitus ,  igne 
jubdito ,  &  primus  eum  expertus  cruciatum  juftiore  favitia ,  &c.  Plinius,  Lib. 
xxxiv.  C.  8. 

Ver.  465.  —  —  deceiv'd  lx  ion's  void  embrace* 

.  .  ....  t 

Txion  being  invited  to  dine  with  Jupiter  fell  in  love  with  Juno,  and  en- 
‘deavour’d  to  debauch  her  :  who  acquainted  her  hufband.  He  to  try  Ixion 
formed  a  cloud  into  Juno’s  likenefs,  upon  which  he  fatisfy’d  his  luft.  Hygini 
IFab.  Diodor.  Lib.  iv.  &c. 

Ver.  506.  Orinda . 

Mrs.  K.  Philips,  ftiled  the  matchlefs  Orinda.  See  her  poems  in  folio. 
Cowley  has  two  odes  upon  her,  in  the  2d  vol,  of  his  works,  8vo. 

Ver.  506.  Blooming  Killi grew' s  foft  lay. 

\  *  • 

See  her  poems  in  4m.  Mr.  Dry  den  celebrates  her  death  in  an  excellent  ode. 
See  his  works,  vol.  3d,  folio,  p.  186.  See  likewife  Wood' s  Athenas  Oxon. 
vo!.  2d. 

Ver.  508.  Loyola . 


Ignatius 
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Ignatius  Loyola,  founder  of  the  Jefuits  ;  againft  whom  Mr.  Oldham  writ 
thofe  fatyrs,  which  are  the  befl  of  his  works. 

Ver.  515.  'Bononia  fatal  to  our  hopes . 

Bolognia  a  City  in  Italy,  the  firft  fehool  of  the  Lombard  painters,  and 
a  famous  univerfity, 


— Parvique  Bononia  Rheni.  Silius  Ital.  Lib.  viiL 


Ver.  531.  And blefs'd  the  Englijh  angel  as  hepafs'd— 

At  Bolognia  he  went  by  the  name  of  L’ Angelo  Inglefe.  The  fame  com¬ 
pliment  feems  to  have  been  paid  by  that  people  to  our  great  Milton  in  his 
travels,  as  we  learn  by  this  epigram  of  a  learned  Italian  nobleman  in  the  2d 
volume  of  Milton's  poetical  works : 


Ut  mens ,  forma>  decor ,  facies ,  mos,  ft  pietasftc  j 


Non  Anglus ,  roerum  herc'le  Angelus  ipfe  fores.. 


Ver.  576.  O  lamented  youth,  &c. 


Heu  miferande  puer,  fqua  fata  afpera  rumpasy> 
Hi  Marcellus  eris — 

Sed  nox  atra  caput  trijli  circumvolat  umbra.  - 


the  END* 
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When  I  waited  for  Light ,  there  came  Darknefs. 
My  Skin  is  black  upon  me  ;  and  my  Bones  are  burnt 
with  Heat. 


My  Harp  alfo  is  turned  to  Mourning.  Job. 
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*  ♦  a 

r  |  ^  H  E  fair,  the  bright,  the  great,  alas  1  are  falPn , 
Nipt  in  the  bloom  of  beauty,  wit, and  youth ; 
-  Death’s  Undiftingtiifh’d  prey.  Shall  I  complain 
(When  fuch  th’  eftablilh’d  ordinance  of  heav’n) 

|  If  Sickness  at  my  bofom  lay  the  liege  5 
’  '  Ha  A  worm 
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SICKNESS.  Book  IK 
A  worm  to  them !  and  to  their  light  a  fhade. 
Ungilded  with  one  beam,  which  melted  down 
The  tear  foft-trickling  o’er  the  orphan’d  cheek  : 
We  all  mu  ft  dye  !  Our  every  puhe  that  beats, 
io  Beats  toward  eternity,  and  tolls  our  doom. 

f  J  •  ’  *  j  t  *  iA'  i  •  ..  Y 

Fate  reigns  in  all  the  portions  of  the  year. 

The  fruits  of  Autumn  feed  us  for  difeafe  : 

The  Winter’s  raw  inclemencies  beftow 
Difeafe  on  death.  While  Spring,  to  ftrew  our  herfe^ 
15  Kindly  unbofoms  weeping  in  their  dews, 

Her  flowry  race !  and  Summer  (kinder  ftill) 
With  the  green  turf  and  brambles  binds  our  grave. 

We  not  alone  have  end.  In  meafur’d  time 
(So  heav’n  has  will’d)  together  with  their  fnows, 
20  The  everlafting  hills  Ihall  melt  away  : 
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.  * 

This  folid  globe  difiolve,  as  ductile  wax 
Before  the  breath  of  Vulcan  :  like  a  fcroll 

i  >  ...  ' 

Shrivel  th’  unfolded  curtains  of  the  fky  ; 

Thy  planets,  Newton,  tumble  from  their  fpheres $ 
25  The  moon  be  perilht  from  her  bloody  orb  ; 

The  fun  himfelf,  in  liquid  ruin,  rufh 

And  deluge  with  deftroying  flames  the  globe--- 

’  / 

Peace  then,  my  foul,  nor  grieve  that  Pope  is  dead. 


‘  If  ’ere  the  tuneful  fpirit,  fweetly  ftrong, 
30  Spontaneous  numbers,  teeming  in  my  breafl:. 
Enkindle  $  O,  at  that  exalting  name, 

C.  ‘  V 

Be  favourable,  be  propitious  now. 

While,  in  the  gratitude  of  praife,  I  fing 
The  works  and  wonders  of  this  man  divine. 


c  w 


i.t  i  IttJ  U  , 


*  w-  f 


*  '  * 
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35  I  tremble  while  I  write.—His  lifping  mufe 
Surmounts  the  loftieft  efforts  of  my  age. 

What  wonder  ?  when  an  infant,  he  apply’d 
The  loud  *  Papinian  trumpet  to  his  lips. 

Fir’d  by  a  facred  fury,  and  inlpir’d 
40  With  all  the  God,  in  founding  numbers  fung 
“  Fraternal  rage,  and  guilty  Thebes’  alarms.” 

Sure  at  his  birth  (things  not  unknown  of  old) 
The  Graces  round  his  cradle  wove  the  dance. 
And  led  the  maze  of  harmony  :  the  Nine, 

45  Prophetick  of  his  future  honours,  pour’d 
Plenteous,  upon  his  lips,  Caftalian  dews  5 
And  Attic  bees  their  golden  ftore  diftill’d. 

The  foul  of  Homer,  Hiding  from  its  ftar. 

Where, 

*  Tranllation  of  tlie  Firii  Book  of  Statius’s  *Thebai$* 
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<3  5 

>  r  .  , 

Where,  radiant,  over  the  poetic  world 

*  N 

5  o  It  rules  and  fheds  its  influence,  for  joy 

Shouted,  and  blefs’d  the  birth :  the  facred  choir 

V  „ 

Of  poets,  bom  in  elder,  better  times, 
Enraptur’d,  catch’d  the  elevating  found, 

And  roll’d  the  glad’ning  news  from  fphere  to  fphere. 

•  -  .... 

*  w"  ^  4  *  '  *..«  «  1  j  i  ■  *  j  !  1  *  I  '  I  i  K  l  ]  |  *  1  i  '  *  \  •'*  i 

*  *  **•  *  *  »  *  •*  ■%.  *'  *  Lm*  ?  ■*  t  .  V  .  „  •.*,  i  *.  4j  $Ji 

r>  Mm.  < 

55  Imperial  Windlor  !  on  thy  brow  auguft, 

Superbly  gay,  exalt  thy  tow’ry  head  ; 

•  • 

And  bid  thy  forefts  dance,  and  nodding,  wave 

♦ 

A  . verdant  teftimony  of  thy  joy: 

A  native  Orpheus  warbling  in  thy.  (hades. 


O  liften  to  f  Alexis’  tender  plaint ! 


How  gently  rural !  without  coarfenefs,  plain  $ 
How  Ample  in  his  elegance  of  grief ! 


*  Windfor-Foreft.  Mr.  Pope  born  there, 

•  *■ 


A  fhep- 


t  Paftorals. 
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A  fhepherd,  but  no  clown.  His  every  lay 
Sweet  as  the  early  pipe  along  the  dale, 

65  When  hawthorns  bud,  or  on  the  thymy  brow 
When  all  the  mountains  bleat,  and  vallies  ling. 
Soft  as  the  nightingale’s  harmonious  woe, 

In  dewy  even-tide,  when  cowflips  drop 

<• 

Their  fleepy  heads,  and  languifh  in  the  breeze, 

...  »  *  '  f  r  'T  ?  y  ?  '  *  „  T 

o  .  f  • .  #•. .  *■*  v  •  r . ~  *\ 

•  i  .  ;  ’  .  ,  .  ,  /  ;  i  I  ,  J  .  11/ A  $  >  *  .  f  *  •*.  *  l  (  ‘ 

,  *  ’  • 

70  *  Next,  in  the  critic-chair  furvey  him  thron’d. 

Imperial  in  his  art,  prefcribing  laws 
Clear  from  the  knitted  brow,  and  fquinted  fneer  3 
Learn ’dy  without  pedantry  5  corre&ly  bold. 

And  regularly  eafy.  Gentle*  now, 

7  5  As  riling  incenfe,  or  defcending  dews, 

-  The  variegated  echo  of:  his  theme  i 
Now,  animated  flame  commands  the  foul 

J 

To  glow  with  (acred  wonder.  Pointed  wit 

f  And 

*  Eflav  on  Criticifm, 
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And  keen  difcernment  form  the  certain  page. 

f  ,  .  % 

8 o  Juft,  as  the  Stagyrite  j  as  Horace,  free  ; 

As  Fabian,  clear  5  and  as  Petronius,  gay. 

[tides 

*  But  whence  thole  peals  of  laughter  (hake  the 
Of  decent  mirth  ?  Am  I  in  fairy-land  ? 

Young,  evanefcent  forms,  before  my  eyes, 

8 5  Or  Ikim,  or  feem  to  Ikim  ;  thin  eflences 

Of  fluid  light;  Zilphs,  Zilphids,  Elves  and 

Gnomes  ; 

Genij  of  Rolicruce,  and  Ladies’  Gods !-  -  -  - 
And,  lo,  in  Ihining  trails,  Belinda’s  hair, 
Befpangling  with  dilhevel’d  beams  the  Ikies, 

90  Flames  o’er  the  night.  Behind,  a  fatyr  grins 

And,  jocund,  holds  a  glafs,  reflecting,  fair, 
Hoops,  crofles,  mattadores ;  beaux,  fliocks,  and 

belles, 

Promifcuoufly  whimfical  and  gay. 

Tafloni,  hiding  his  diminilh’d  head, 

.  .  I  ■  Droops 

*•  Rape  of  the  Lock. 
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9  5  Droops  o’er  the  laughing  page  :  while  Boileau 

Ikulks, 

With  blufhes  cover’d,  low  beneath  the  defk. 

,  fX  \  ^  t  r  » •  '  •  > 

r  i  T>  .''V  ;  '  'v  "r  '  i  P'.y  i  nn  *  *  •  r.-jyy  •  •. 

*  More  mournful  fcenes  invite.  The  milky  vein 
Of  amorous  grief  devolves  its  placid  wave 
Soft-ftreaming  o’er  the  foul,  in  weeping  woe 
ioo  And  tendernefs  of  anguifh.  While  we  read 
Th’  infectious  page,  we  ficken  into  love. 

And  languilh  with  involuntary  fires. 

The  zephyr,  panting  on  the  filken  buds 
Of  breathing  violets  $  the  virgin’s  figh, 

105  Rofy  with  youth,  are  turbulent  and  rude. 

To  Sappho’s  plaint,  and  Eloifa’s  moan. 

Heav’ns !  what  a  flood  of  empyreal  day 
My  aking  eyes  involves  !  A  ||  Temple  foars, 
Rifing  like  exhalations,  on  a  mount. 

And, 

*  Ovid’s  Sappho  to  Phaon.  And  Eloife  to  Abelard.  I  Temple  of  Fame. 
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i  io  And,  wide,  its  adamantine  valves  expands. 
Three  monumental  columns,  bright  in  air. 
Of  figur’d  gold,  the  center  of  the  quire 
With  luftre  fill,!  Pope  on  the  midmoft  fliines 
Betwixt  his  Homer  and  his  Horace  plac’d. 


115  Superior  by  the  hand  of  juftice.  Fame, 

With  all  her  mouths  th’ eternal  trumpet  fwells. 
Exulting  at  his  name  ;  and,  grateful,  pours 
The  lofty  notes  of  never-dying  praile, 


Triumphant,  floating  on  the  wings  of  wind, 
120  Sweet  o’er  the  world  :  th’ ambrofial  fpirit  flies 
DifFufive,  in  its  progrefs  wid’ning  ftilly 
“  Dear  to  the  earth,  and  grateful  to  the  Iky.55 
Fame  owes  him  more  than  e’er  fiie  can  repay  j 
She  owes  her  very  Temple  to  his  hands  1  c 
125  Like  Ilium  built  j  by  hands  no iefs  .divine! 


,'4 
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Attention,  xouze  thyfelf !  the  mafter’s  hand, 
(The  mailer  of  our  fouls  !j  has  chang’d  the  key, 
And  bids  the  thunder  of  the  battle  roar 
Tumultuous  *.  Homer,  Homer  is  our  own! 
130  And  Grecian  heroes  flame  in  Britilh  lines. 
What  pomp  of  words !  what  namelefs  energy 
Kindles  the  verle ;  invigours  every  line  $ 
Aftonilhes,  and  overwhelms  the  foul 
In  tranfport  toft !  When  fierce  Achilles  raves, 
135  And  flalhes,  like  a  comet,  o’er  the  field. 

To  wither  armies  with  his  martial  frown. 

I  lee  the  battle  rage  ;  I  hear  the  wheels 

r- 

Careering  with  their  brazen  orbs !  The  Ihout 
Of  nations  rolls  (the  labour  of  the  winds) 

140  Full  on  my  ear,  and  Ihakes  my  inmoft  foul. 
Defcription  never  cou’d  fb  well  deceive  : 

Tis  real!  Troy  is  here,  or  I  at  Troy 

■  • 

\  1  .  Cm 

r  *  %  -  p*  '  \  I 
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Enjoy  the  war.  My  fpirits,  all  on  fire. 

With  unextinguifh’d  violence  are  born 

145  Above  the  world,  and  mingle  with  the  Gods. 

Olympus  rings  with  arms !  the  firmament, 

•  / 

Beneath  the  light ’ning  of  Minerva’s  fhield, 

Burns  to  the  center  :  rock  the  tow’rs  of  heav’n. 
All  nature  trembles  !  fave  the  throne  of  Jove. 

-  \  .  +  *  r  *>  l 

150  j-  To  root  excefles  from  the  human-breaft } 
Behold  a  beauteous  pile  of  ethicks  rife  5 
Senle,  the  foundation  $  harmony,  the  walls  ; 

(The  Dorique  grave,  and  gay  Corinthian  join’d) 

\ 

Where  Socrates  and  Horace  jointly  reign. 

155  Beft  of  Philofophers !  of  Poets  too 

The  heft  !  He  teaches  thee  thyfelf  to  know  : 

That  virtue  is  the  nobleft  gift  of  heav’n : 

u  And  vindicates  the  ways  of  God  to  Man.” 

O  hearken 


f  Ethic  Epiftlet* 
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O  hearken  to  the  Moralift  polite ! 

1 6  o  Enter  his  fchool  of  truth  ;  where  Plato’s  felf 

Might  preach  5  and  Tully  deign  to  lend  an  ear. 

/ 

.»  .  vr  -  -  »  rs  1 

, ;  s  i.  I  i  x/  i «  j 

:  k  •»  -  1  *  .  r  u  i-  v  -W  '  ;  :  >,  i  T  l  '  Jr 
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*  Laft  fee  him  waging  with  the  fools  of  rhyme 
A  wanton,  harmlefs  war.  Dunce  after  Dunce 
Beaux,  Dolors,  Templars,  Courtiers ;  Sophs  and 

Cits, 

165  Condemn’d  to  fuffer  life.  The  motley  crew. 
Emerging  from  oblivion’s  muddy  pool, 

Give  the  round  face  to  view ;  and  (hamelefs  front 

*  -  t. 

~  -  • 

Proudly  expofe  5  till  laughter  have  her  fill. 

d  t  *  •  *  ♦  t  •  r  *  ,  1  t  1 

f  fr  •  *t  :  ***■{",  r  *-  f  r  "  •  >  r  ;  *  \ 

-  it  •  •  -  •  i  '  -  '  .  •*-  ^  *  .  -  •  '  ‘..A.  -  I 

'  “ ,j*  ■  1  *  x  '  k 

\ 

Born  to  improve  the  age,  and  cheat  mankind 
170  Info  the  road  of  honour ! —  Vice  again 

The  gilded  chariot  drives  :  — for.  He  is  dead ! 

*  *.  i  r  .*  ’  ■  *  -  \  ” 

..  I  7  .1  I  -i  *  1  >-.*■'  *  ■«-*  s.  *  «  JL 

I  faw  the  fable  barge,  along  his  Thames, 

In  flow  folemnity  beating  the  tide, 
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Convey  his  facred  duft! —  Its  fwans  expir’d : 

1 75  Wither’d,  in  Twit’nam  bow’rs,  the  laurel-bough  j 

*.  *  •  f  9  ■  * 

Silent,  the  Mules  broke  their  idle  lyres  : 

Th’ attendant  Graces,  check’d  the  fprightly  dance, 
Their  arms  unlock’d,  and  catch’d  the  ftarting  tear; 

.  0  s  *  v  >r  * 

And  Virtue  for  her  loft  defender  mourn’d  ! 

180  Each  volume  a  Bodleian  ! - Yet  this  man, 

This  mortal  man  (which  leads  me  to  my  theme) 

*  *  >  A 
With  pain  embarafs’d,  all  his  tedious  days, 

And  head-achs  rack’d,  the  boundlefs  lea  of  wit 

Spread  o’er  the  world.  Thus  (his  own  poet  tells) 

*  •  ¥ 

185  Minerva  from  the  labouring  brow  of  Jove, 

j  1  *  *  I 

Sprung  radiant :  hurl’d  the  pointed  Ipear  of  fenle 

%  1*'  * 

Againft  the  bread;  of  ignorance  and  vice  : 
Athens  infpir’d,  and  taught  her  bards  to  ling. 


But 


64 
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But  am  I ’wake  ?  or  in  O vidian  realms, 

190  And  Circe  holds  the  glafs?  What  odious  change. 
What  metamorphofe  ftrikes  the  dubious  eye  ? 
Ah,  whither  is  retir’d  the  fcarlet  wave. 

Mantling  with  health,  which  floated  through  the 

Cheek, 

From  the  ftrong  fummer-beam  imbib’d  ?  And 

where 

195  The  vernal  lilly’s  foftly-blended  bloom  ? 

The  forehead  roughens  to  the  wond’ring  hand. 
Wide  o’er  the  human-field,  the  body,  fpreads 
Contagious  war,  and  lays  its  beauties  wafte. 

As  once  thy  breathing  harvefl,  Cadmus,  fprung, 
200  Sudden,  a  ferpent-brood  !  an  armed  crop 

Of  growing  chiefs;  and  fought  themfelves  to  death. 
One  black-incrufted  bark  of  gory  boils  ; 

One  undiftinguifh’d  blifter,  from  the  foal 
Of  the  fore  foot,  to  the  head’s  forer  crown. 

205  Job’s  puniftiment !  With  patience  like  his  own, 

O  may 
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O  may  I  exercife  my  wounded  foul  ; 

»  •  ♦*«*■.  •  r  *  r  f  *  r  ~ 

And  caft  myfelf  upon  his  healing  hand. 

Who  bruifeth  at  his  will,  and  maketh  whole. 

■  n 

■>  ivii  l  .  1/  J  v*  -11  -  s  *  \  y  ~ 

\  •  •  • 

>  ‘  -  ’  A  *  A  *  &  f  \  t  v  %  <*•  V  r  /“‘•"w 

Ah,  too,  the  luftre  of  the  eyes  is  fled ! 

**%  *  •  r  .  / 

210  Heavy  and  dull,  their  orbs  neglect  to  roll, 

*.  ^  "■  '  4f 

.  ,  j  -^v  •  ^  *  r  J 

In  motionlefs  diftortion  ftiff  and  fix’d  : 

Till  by  the  trembling  hand  of  watchful  age 
(A  weeping  matron,  timorous  to  affright, 
And  pioufly  fallacious  in  her  care, 

215  Pretending  light  offenfive,  and  the  fun) 


V  •  # 


Clos’d  j  and,  perhaps,  for  ever !  ne’er  again 

-  .  f  •  r  V  VV  r  ?  ’  ?  f  *  ' 

To  open  on  the  fphere,  to  drink  the  day, 


Or  (worfe !)  behold  lanthe’s  face  divine, 

•  t  -  •  r  n  ^  ^ v  *  "5,  jp 

And  wonder  o’er  her  charms.— But  yet  forbear, 

r  *  ;  v  t  *  1  "  *  -  ~\  ' .. 

220  O  dare  not  murmur  •:  ’tis  heav’n’s  high  beheft. 

•  f  •  •  p.  *  J  A* 

through  the  chambers  of  the  grave 
K  This 


/“I 
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This  dull  purfue,  and  death’s  fad  {hade  involve ; 

.  i  JH  y  ■  »  *  •  .t  7 

Sv  •  ’# 

E’er  long,  the  filial-light  himfelf  lhall  ffliine  ; 
(The  liars  are  dull  to  him,  the  fun  a  lhade) 

225  Thefe  very  eyes,  thefe  tunicles  of  flefh, 

Ev’n  tho’  by  worms  deftroy’d,  lhall  fee  my  God, 
And.  feeing,  ne’er  remember  darknels  more. 


Environ’d  with  eternity  of  day;  y  > 


Tho’,  at  their  vifual  entrance,  quite  Ihut  out 
230  External  forms,  forbidden,  mount  the  winds. 
Retire  to  Chaos,  or  with  night  commix  : 

Yet,  fancy’s  mimick  work  !  ten  thoukmd  lhapes 
Antick  and  wild,  rulh  fwee, ping  o’er  my  dreams. 

Irregular  and  new  :  as  pain  pr/eale,  v.  > 

‘  \ 

•lie  The  fpirits  teach  to  flow,  and  in  the  brain 

*  •  •  -  .  -i  *'  *■  ' 

% 

Diredlion  diverfe  hold.  .  Gentle  and  bright 

•  J  ,  J  - 

.  As  hermits,  lleeping  in  their  molly  cells, 

■  Lull’d 
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Lull’d  by  the  fall  of  waters!  by  the  rills 
From  Heliconian  cliffs  devolv’d  :  on  where, 
2,40  Thy  antient  river,  Kilhon,  facred  ffream ! 

V 

Soft-murmurs  on  their  {lumbers  :  peace  within. 
And  confidence,  i  ev’n  to  ecffafy  fublim’d 
And  beatific  vifion.  Sudden,  black. 


And  horrible  as  murderers  5  or  haggs,  • 

2,45  Their  leafe  of  years  fpun  out,  and  figned  bond 
Full-flalhing  on  their  eyes ;  the  gulf,  beneath. 


Mad’ning  with  gloomy  fires  ;  and  heav’n,  behind. 
With  all  her  golden  valves  for  ever  clos’d. 


j  { '  f :  -  * 


*  y  «* 

S-  •>  -  --V  A. 


*  i  * 

>  r  5  •  y  *  r  \  ••• 

l  ».  1  >  /-  :  '  *  .v.  L  i 


'  \ 
t  i 


Now  in  Elyfium  lap ’d,  and  lovely  fcenes. 


♦  t  • 


250  Where  honeyfuckles  rove,  and  eglantines, 

*  **  *  *■ ,  «  •  y  - 

Narciffus,  jefs’miny  pinks,  prbfufely  wild, 

*  »  •  »  *jr  ,r  *■  ■* 

In  every  fcented  gale  Arabia  breathe : 

As  blifsful  Edeh  fair  \  °the morning- work 


t  ' 


r  ^ 

-  •  1  '  *  f  N 

.  ( < .  1 V  /  \  k  1 
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Of  heav’n,  and  Milton’s  theme  !  where  innocence 

^  *  ♦ 

255  Smil’d,  and  improv’d  the  profpe£t.---Now,. anon, 
By  Ifis’  favourite  flood  fupinely  laid, 


In  tuneful  indolence,  behold  the  bards 
(Harps  in  each  hand,  and  laurel  on  each  brow) 
A  band  of  demy-gods,  auguft  -to  fight, 

260  In  venerable  order  fweetly  rile. 

Encircled  by  the  mufes,  who  have  trod 


H  ^  * 

•  ' 


In  meafur’d  pace  its  banks,  forever  green, 
Enamel’d  from  their  feet !  Harmonious  notes, 

v  v  C  j  v_. 

Warbled  to  Dorique  reeds,  to  Lefbian  lyres, 
265  Or  Phrygian  minflrelfie,  fteal  on  the  ear 


Enamour’d  with  variety  :  and  loud  t  • 

The  trumpets  Ihrilling  clangours  fill  the  Iky 

j  * 

With  fdver  melody— Now,  happier  ftilll 
Round  thy  Italic  cloifters,  mufing  flow, 

270  Or  in  fweet  converfe  with  thy  letter’d  Tons, 

/  A . .  <w  A  i  /.  Xa.  j  ...  -  •  'if  1  * 

r  Philofophers, 
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Philofophers,  and  Poets,  and  Divines, 

Enjoy  the  facred  walk,  delighted  ;  *  Queen’s  ! 
Where  Addifon  and  Tickle  lay  inlpir’d, 
Inebriated  from  the  clailic  fprings, 

275  And  tun’d  to  various-founding  harps  the  long. 
Sublime,  or  tender  5  humorous,  or  grave  5 
Quaffing  the  Mufes’  ne^Iar  to  their  fill. 

T  ^  1**  y 

'  -  ill  -  /  ,  -•  w  -  *.,'>*  >  .  .  *  V  *  »  1  *  V  '  A  '  ' 

Momental  happinefs  ! — I  know  not  how, 

I  know  not  where,  the  midnight  howl  of  wolves., 
280  The  dragon’s  yell,  the  lion’s  roar,  aftound 

My  trembling  ear.  Ha !  down  a  burning  mount 
I  plunge  deep,  deep :  fure  Vulcan’s  ffiop  is  here— 

,  *  /»  r 

Hark,:  how  the  anvils  thunder  round  the  dens 

»  %  •  #  «  »  f  *  *  1  )  ^ 

Flammivomous  !  What  ?  are  thofe  chains  to  bind 

• 

T  .  ~  *  *  •.  -  \  *  r  *  V  _  *  ■  *  ^ 

285  This  Ikeleton  ?  ehe  Cyclops  mull  be  mad  : 

t  y  *  >  “  >  f 

Thofe  bolts  of  fteel,  thofe  adamantine  links 

Demand 
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Demand  Typhseus’  ftrength  to  burft. — Away — 
Venus  and  Mars— beware. — In  giddy  whirls 
I  ride  the  blaft,  and  tow’ring  through  the  ftorm 
290  Enjoy  the  palace  of  the  morn.  The  fun 
Religns  the  reins  of  Phlegon  to  my  hands  : 

His  mane  waves  fire  :  he  fcorches  me  to  dull : 
Avaunt,  thou  fiend!— I’ll  hurl  thee  down  the  deep 
Of  heav’n,  with  bolted  thunder,  and  enwrapt 
295  With  forky  light’ning. — Now  ftaggering  I  reel. 
By  murderers  purfu’d  :  my  faithlefs  feet 
Scarce  fhift  their  pace  :  or  down  rufhing  amain, 

I  ceafe  to  recollect  my  fteps,  and  roll 
Paffive  on  earth.— Sure,  ’twas  A  ftolpho’s  horn 
300  Pour’d  on  my  ear  th’  annoying  blaft  :  Or  elle 
That  rapid  giddinefs  o’erturns  my  brain. 
Which,  whilom,  plagu’d  the  ions  of  Calydon, 
When  cruel,  fair  Callirhoe  enrag’d 


Corefus, 
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Corefus,  prieft  of  Bacchus !  and  his  vows, 

4 

305  With  impious  fcorn,  neglected.  Old  the  tale. 
Yet  worthy  to  be  told  in  modern  fong. 

.  ...  *  * t  ■  r  **  t 

f  *  %  ^  ^  - '  \~  •.  v  »  •  .  r  v  * 

<  ...  «  r  .  i  4  - '  ■*'  •'-*-*  *  /  *  .  -  ■*  ’  *•  •*- 

High  in  Achaia,  fplendid  from  afar, 

A  city  flourilh’d  5  Calydon  its  name,  . 
Wafh’d  by  Evenus’  chalky  flood ;  the  feat 
310  Of  Meleag  er,  from  the  flaughter’d  boar 

Glorious.  A  virgin  here,  amazing,  (hone, 
Callirhoe  the  fair :  her  father’s  boaft ! 

For,  ah,  fhe  never  knew  a  mother’s  fmile  5 


Nor  learn’d  what  happinels  from  marriage  Iprings. 
315  In  flow’r  of  youth,  and  purer  than  the  /now 
Which,  with  a  filver  circle,  crown’d  the  head 

Of  the  fteep  neighbour  mountain  5  but  averfe 

^  *  *  * 

To  Hymen’s  rites,  the  lovely  foe  of  man. 

O  why  will  beauty,  cruel  to  itfelf 


V 


No 
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320  No  lefs  than  others,  violate  the  laws 

Which  nature  di&ates,  and  itfelf  infpires! 

#  t  *  %  . 4  ?  « 

•  •  f  '  •***  ?  -*• .  •  *  .  ■?  4  /■  ,  ▼  ■  >  '-*■■  +  •  , 

,  .  .  .  .  *  -  -  >  -  •  -  ••  *  •  •'  ;  -  k-  1 '  w  *  - .  ■  . 

* , .  >  • 

„  v  ‘  .  * '  -  %  .  ‘ 

A  thousand  lovers  from  th’  Olenian  hill. 

From  rough  Pylene,  and  from  Pleuron’s  towr’s, 

*  ' 

Their  paffion  pleaded.  But  Corefus,  chief, 

1  • 

325  The  Calydonian  prieft  of  Bacchus,  form’d 

By  Venus’  felf  for  love  ;  in  beauty’s  pride  ; 

*  •  ( 

Young,  bounteous,  afFable.  What  tender  arts, 
What  winning  carriage,  and  refpe£tful  fuit, 
Almoft  to  zealous  adoration  fwell’d, 

330  Did  he  not  pra&ife  ?  But  in  vain.  And  now 

’ 

Drew  near  the  Orgial  feftival,  and  rites 
Lyaean.  Poor  Corefus,  to  approve 
The  wonders  of  his  love  and  dear  regard. 

By  fcorn  uhquench’d,  unabated  by  negle£t  j 

335  (In  hopes  to  foften  her,  at  leaft  adorn) 

2  Prefented 
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Prefented  to  this  murdrefs  of  his  peace 
The  ritual  ornaments,  by  virgins  worn 
Upon  the  folemn  feaft.  The  ivy-fpear. 

With  winding  green,  and  viny  foliage  gay, 

_  4*  f  ■» 

340  Curl’d  by  his  hand  :  a  mitre  for  the  head. 
Curious  aumail’d  with  imitated  grapes. 

Of  blulhing  rubies  form’d  :  the  pall  of  lawn, 
Flow’r’d  with  the  conquefts  of  the  purple  God  : 

•  *■  f*  * 

The  cifta,  filver ;  and  the  cymbals,  gold  : 

0 

345  And  piny  torch  (O  were  it  Hymen’s !)  ting’d 
With  fpicy  gums,  to  feed  the  ready  flame. 

•  ^  \  *  r 

r  „  .  •  -  *  +  : 

Open’d  the  feftival— Loofe  to  the  winds, 
Difhevel’d,  bare,  the  virgins  give  their  necks 
And  wanton  hair.  Evoe  !  they,  mad’ning,  cry, 
350  And  lhake  their  torches.  Evoe!  lo!  rends 

I . 


The 


The  air,  and  beats  the  echoing  vault  of  heav’n. 
The  hills,  the  vales  with  Io !  Evoe !  ring. 

.  :  a 

The  temple  opens  to  the  facred  throng; 

,  ^  •*  *■  v. 

When  foremoft  enters,  as  in  drefs  and  charms, 
355  Callirhoe,  foinfpeed.  Their  lovers  wait. 

With  burning  expectation,  to  enfold 

His  beauteous  miftrels  each.  High  on  a  throne 

Corefus  blaz’d  in  jewels  and  in  gold. 

More  charming  in  himfelf.  Quick  with  his  eye 
360  He  catch’d  Callirhoe ;  and,  defcending,  clafp’d 
With  eager  tranfport  her  reluCtant  waift. 

A  thoufand  vows  he  breath’d,  and  melting  things 
He  fpoke  and  look’d  ;  but  to  the  rocks  and  wind. 

What  cou’d  he  more  ?  Yes  more  he  did :  for  what, 

-■  »  -  *«*  •  .  •  ’  N  . 

365  What  can’t  a  lover,  like  Corefus,  do  ? 
NegleCtful  of  his  dignity,  he  funk 
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(Still  love  difdains  what  dignity  demands. 

O’er  Jupiter  himfelf  fupreme)  he  funk. 

And  trembled  at  her  feet,  with  proftrate  zeal, 

370  As  to  his  God.  He  dy’d  upon  her  hand 

•  .  ,  N  t 

With  fighing  languilhment :  He  gaz’d  his  foul 
At  every  ardent  glance  into  her  eyes  ; 

Moft:  eloquently  filent !  O’er  his  cheek 
The  gulhing  tears,  in  big,  round  drops,  diffus’d 
375  The  dews  of  paflion,  and  the  brain’s  foft  ftiow’r, 
Potent  to  warm  the  moft  obdurate  breaft, 

Tho’  cold  as  ftiarble.  Idle  were  his  tears, 

»»  *  \  »  ••  •  “*  _ 

His  glances,  languilhment  and  proftrate  zeal. 

x  rn-.  t  •*»  *  •  ♦  x  •"  y»  & 

Difdainful— frowning  :  c<  Hence, (Ihe  cry’d)  nor 

.  . ,  .  dare 

380  “  To  interrupt  my  progrefs  in  the  rites. 

(e  With  thy  capricious  rudenels.  Shall  the  priefl: 

f  l  '  .  '  **  ••  ♦  ■  V-  •.»  -,T 

“  The  myfteries  of  Bacchus  thus  profane, 

La  -  “In 

I 
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C(  In  his  own  temple  too?  And  rather  pay 
u  To  Venus  his  devotion,  than  his  God  ?” 

385  Then  haughty  as  away  fhe  turn’d  ;  he  grafp’d 

I  '  v  T.  '  ' 

Her  knees  ;  upon  her  garments  flowing  train 
Shivering  he  hung  :  and  with  befeeching  eyes. 
Thus,  from  th’ abundance  of  his  heart,  complain’d. 

/. 

“  If  pity  be  no  ftranger  to  thy  breaft, 

390  cc  (As  fure  it  fhould  not  to  a  breaft  like  thine, 

<c  Soft  as  the  fwanny  down  !)  relenting,  hear  j 
<c  In  feelingnels  of  fpirit,  mildly  lend 
<e  Attention  to  the  language  of  my  heart, 

r  i  ;  '»  r  •  .  y 

“  Sick  with  o’er-flowing  tendernefs  and  love. 

395  <c  I  love  thee  with  that  innocence  of  truth, 
ct  That  purity  of  paflion,  and  defire 
“  Unutterable,  of  bequeathing  up 
“  My  heart,  my  life,  my  all  into  thy  hands, 

“  Into 


77 
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Into  thy  gentle  cuftody ; - that  all, 


CC 


cc 


400  <c  My  heart,  my  life,  are  bitternefs  and  we’ght 
Of  agony  without  thee.  Since  I  firft, 

(By  Bacchus’  felf  I  fwear,)  beheld  that  face, 

66  And  namelefs  magick  of  thofe  radiant  eyes, 
u  All  the  foundation  of  my  peace  gave  way : 
405  “  While  hopes  and  fears  rofe  up  in  bofom-war 
C(  To  defolate  the  quiet  of  my  days. 

((  Thy  dear  idea  was  my  fancy’s  dream ; 

«  1  '  ^ 

<c  It  mingled  with  my  blood  }  and  in  my  veins 
“  Throb ’d,  undulating,  as  my  life  were  ftung. 
410  c<  I  live  but  on  the  thought  of  thee  ;  my  breaft 
cc  Bleeds  in  me,  with  diftrefs  to  lee  thee  frown. 
iC  O  fmile  j  by  thy  dead  mother’s  reverend  dull, 
“  By  all  thy  bowels  are  moft  fond  of,  fmile, 

“  And  chafe  thefe  heavy  clouds  of  grief  away. 
41  ^  “  I  beg  by  Bacchus  5  for  his  fake  be  kind.” 


Here. 
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■f  +  ^  ^  « 

Here,  interrupted  by  the  fwelling  ftorm 
Of  paflion  labouring  in  his  breaft,  his  words 
Gave  way  to  fighs  and  tears,  to  fpeak  the  reft. 

*  Y  *  +  t  ^  r ^ 

She,  in  contempt’ous  derifion,  imil’d, 

.  \  #  \  ?»  % 

420  To  which  her  frowns  were  innocent :  and  thus  : 
“  Thy  ftaggering  pow’r,  and  thee  I  fcorn  alike 

<(  Him  I  defpife,  for  chuling  thee  his  prieft  5 

•  •*. 

(c  Thee,  for  thy  arrogance,  and  courtlhip  vile.” 


Indignant  he,  in  wrathful  mood  (alarm’d 
425  More  at  his  God  revil’d,  than  fcorn  for  him) 


Firft  calling  on  the  ground  his  mitred-crown, 
With  hands  and  eyes  Uplifted,  ardent,  pray’d. 


c!  Offspring  of  Jove,  Evoe  Lyaeus,  hear ! 
i(  If  e’er  thefe  hands  with  ivy  wreaths  thy  brow 
430  te  Circled,  and  twining  tendrils  of  the  vine  : 

'  If 


»  9 
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“  If  e’re  my  grateful  tongue,  big  with  thy  praife, 
cc  Evoe  Lyseus !  Io  Bacchus !  fung  : 
t(  If  e’er  thy  fervant  on  thy  altars  pour’d, 

<£  Copious,  the  purple  wave  of  offer’d  wine ; 
435  “  And,  bufy,  fed  the  confecrated  fire 

a  With  fat  of  afs,  or  hog,  or  mountain-goat ; 

“  Devoutly  lavifh  in  the  facrifice  : 
u  Avenge  thy  priefl  ;  this  curfed  race  deftroy  : 

-  l 

“  Thy  honours  violated  thus,  avow  5 
440  “  Till  they  confefs  this  ftaggering  pow’r  a  God.” 


J  V 


c  c 


* 

He  pray’d.— —Loud  peals  of  thunder  fhook  the 
The  image,  nodding,  his  petition  feal’d  5  (^ane  •- 
And  Bacchus  gave  the  Calydonian  race 
To  madnefs,  and  unutterable  woes. 


1  -  ,  '  * 

443.  The  frantick  crowd,  as  if  with  wine  oppreft. 
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And  the  flrong  fpirit  of  the  flaming  grape. 

To  and  fro’  reel,  and  flagger  to  and  fro’. 

In  dithyrambic  meafures,  wild,  convolv’d. 

They  tofs  their  cymbals,  and  their  torches  {hake, 
45  o  Shrieking  5  and  tear  their  hair,  and  gaflh  their  flefh. 
And  howl,  and  foam,  and  wheel  the  rapid  dance 
In  giddy  maze  :  with  fury  then  o’erborn, 

t 

Enthufiaftick,  whirling  in  defpair, 

Flat,  drop  down  dead  $  and  heaps  on  heaps  expire. 

* 

\ 

455  Amaz’d,  confounded  at  the  raging  peft. 

The  venerable  fathers,  in  debate, 

To  fpeed  enquiring  deputies,  refolv’d. 

To  high  Dodona’s  grove  $  with  vocal  oaks 
Umbrageous,  aged,  vaft,  the  ftruggling  day 
460  Excluding  :  the  prime  oracle  of  Greece ! 

Gbfe- 
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Obfequious,  they  hafte  :  enquire  :  return  : 

t  .  J  I 

And  thus  the  counfels  of  the  God  difclofe. 


“  The  rage  of  Bacchus  for  his  injur’d  pried, 
tc  Corefus,  by  Callirhoe’s  (corn  repuls’d, 

465  <(  Your  city  waftes  :  and  with  funereal  fires 
tl  Y our  ftreets  (hall  redden,  formidably  bright, 
“  Till  by  Corefus’  hand  the  cruel  maid 


u  A  (acrifice  be  offer’d  up  :  or  one, 

. .  ,  •  -f  '  .  j 

(t  Free,  Uncompell’d,  embrace  the  deftin’d  (feel. 


rf  *. 


470  <c  Devoted  in  her  (lead  ;  and  bleed  for  her. 

*  *  <r  ^  ~  ^  * 

-  •  .  r  -  -  .  -  ;  ~  ;  rj  "j <  * 

c<  So  you’ll  appeafe  the  God  j  the  plague  be  flay’d; 


They  faid.  Staring  affright,  and  dumb  amaze 


The  fathers  feize  :  but  chief,  Aineus,  thee, 
Callirhoe’s  old  miferable  fire  ! 


M 
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475  Tenfold  affliction  to  the  grave  weighs  down 

Thy  filver’d  hairs..  But. fate  and  heav’n  require. 

U  *  ■* 

**»«*■■♦  V"  *>  r  \  * 


Soon  through  the  city  fpred  the  news,  and  foon 
Wounded  Callirhoe’s  ear.  Her  fpindle  drops 
Neglected  from  her  hand.  Prone  on  the  floor, 

...  i *•  •  *4-' '  ^ 


480  She  falls,  ffle  faints  ;  her  breath,  her  colour  fled  : 

Pale,  cold  and  pale.  Till,  by  affifting  care, 

The  fragrant  fpirit  hovers  o’er  her  lips, 

J  .  r  »  '*  *  • 

v . 

And  life  returning  ftreams  in  -rofy  gales ; 
Rekindled  only  to  defpair.  She  knew 
485  The  virgins  envy’d  5  and  the  injur’d  youth 

•  i  i  .  <  .  .  *  -  •  •  *  .  *  v 

%'  <»  '•  9  t.  »  „  4-  ■«»  4*  '•  *»  ■  *  ■ 

Stung  with  herfcorn,wou’d  wanton  in  her  wounds. 
Nor  one,  one  offer  up  the  willing  bread: 

A  victim  for  her  Life.  And  now  the  crowd. 
Impatient  of  their  naileries,  beflege 

’  4  m  .  f  i  * 

490  The  marble  portal  j  burfl:  the  bolted  gates  j 

Demand 
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Demand  Callirhoe  ;  furious  to  obey 

The  oracle,  and  pacify  the  God. 

#  * 

What  pangs,  unhappy  maid,  thy  bofom  tear, 

Sleeplefs,  and  fad  ?  relenting  now  too  late, 

*>  ^  ■ 

495  Thy  ftubborn  cruelty.  Corefus’  charms 

Blaze  on  thy  mind ;  his  unexampled  love  ; 

His  every  virtue  riling  to  thy  thought. 

Juft  in  his  fury,  fee  the  pointed  fteel 

*  * 

Waves,  circling,  o*er  thy  throbbing  breaft  :  He 

,  Hrikcs  i 

500  He  riots  in  thy  blood  with  dire  delight  5 

•  •  ,  ft  , 

Inlatiate  1  He  gluts  his  heart  of  rage 

With  thy  warm  gulhing  life 5  and  death  enjoys. 

Redoubling  wound  on  wound,  and  blow  on  blow. 

.  H  .y  :  ) 

Thus  pals’d  her  hours.  And  now  the  dewy 

mom 

5  05  The  mountains  tip’d  with  gold,  and  threatned  day. 
V  ."  -  M  a  Without 
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Without  the  city  gates,  a  fountain  wells 
Its  living  waters,  clear  as  Ihining  glals  : 

Haunt  of  the  nymphs  !  A  cyprefs’  aged  arms 


Threw  round  a  venerable  gloom,  and  feem’d 

o  ..  J 

cio  Itfelf  a  grove.  An  altar  on  the  brink 

4/  ( .  .  V  V  ;  -■  1  C?  S  '  1  «  -  -•  *  - 

Convenient  role  :  for  holy  cuftom  wills 

.  a-  .  *  ‘  •  -  '  -y  4  *  •*  '  i  **  •  ' 

Each  vi&im  to  be  fprinkled  with  its  ftreams, 

;  i*  i  -  •  > 


New  from  pollution,  worthier  of  the  God. 


Fierce  for  the  facrifice,  Corefus  here 
515  W aited  $  and,  ftimulated  with  revenge, 

He  curs’d  and  chid  the  lazy-circling  hours 

i  '  -  .  •  .  > 

Too  flow,  as  if  injurious  to  his  hate. 


(claim 

But  loon  the  gath’ring  crowd  and  Ihouts  pro- 
Callirhoe  near.  Her  weeping  damfels  lead 
520  The  deftin’d  offering,  lovely  in  diftrefs, 

f~  ■*  «  %  ^ 

And  fparkling  through  her  tears.  A  myrtle  crown 

With 
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\  ‘  ' 

With  rofes  glowing,  and  lele&ed  green, 

Th’  ambrofial  plenty  of  her  golden  hair 
Entwine  :  in  looks,  a  Venus  ;  and  a  Grace 
525  In  motion.  Scarce  the  flow’rs  of  fixteen  fprings 
The  fields  had  painted,  fince  ./Eneus  firft 
Fondled  his  babe,  and  bleft  her  on  his  knee. 

Ev’n  mountain-clowns,  who  never  pity  knew. 
Relented,  and  the  hardeft  heart  wept  blood, 

530  Subdu’d  by  beauty,  tho’  the  fatal  fource 
Of  all  their  mifery.  What  tumults  then 
Roll  in  thy  breaft,  Corefus !  while  thy  hands 
.  The  purifying  waters  on  her  head 
Pour’d  trembling  $  &  the  facred  knife  unlheath’d  V 

<  i  * 

535  Wiping  the  filver-ftreaming  tears  away,. 

She  with  a  look  nor  chearful,  nor  difmay’d. 
But  languilhingly  fweet,  her  ruby  lips 


Soft- 
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Soft-op’ning,  thus  began :  u  Father  and  friends, 
u  Wound  me  not  doubly  with  your  tender  grief : 
540  “  I  was  not  born  alone  for  you.  My  life 
u  I  gladly  offer  for  my  country’s  weal  : 
a  ’Tis  glory  thus  to  die.  Receive  my  blood, 

£i  Dear  native  foil !  O  may  it  health  reftore 
u  And  peace ;  <&  Bacchus’ wrath  be  now  appeas’d. 
545  6 4  And  thou,  Corefus,  whom  I  moil  have  wrong’d, 
Ci  Look  not  fo  fiercely  on  me,  while  the  fteel 
u  My  once-lov’d  bofom  Iaunces  ;  drop  a  tear ; 
a  One  figh  in  mercy  heave,  and  drop  one  tear, 
cc  And  I  will  thank  thee  for  thy  blow.  F or,  oh 
550  “  I  never  hated  thee  1  but  female  pride, 

Cl  Our  lex’s  curfe  l  forbade  me  to  comply, 

•  >  • 

u  Too  eafy  Won  !—— — Then  pity  me,  Corefus  5 
u  O  pity  5  and,  if  polfible,  forgive.” 
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He  anfwer’d  not.  But  ardent,  (hatch’d  the  knife, 
555  And  running  o’er  her  beauties,  ftrangely  wild, 
With  eyes  which  witnefs’d  huge  difmay  and  love ; 
<c  Thus,  thus  I  fatisfy  the  Gods  !”  he  cry’d. 
And  bury’d  in  his  heart,  in  his  own  heart. 

The  guilty  blade.  Then,  reeling  to  her  arms, 
560  He  funk,  and  groaning,  u  O  Callirhoe !” — dy’d. 

•  -  ’  (this?” 

Heav’n  rings  with  (bouts, “  Was  ever  love  like 

Callirhoe  (hriek’d  5  and  from  the  gaping  wound. 

Quick  as  the  lightning’s  wing,  the  reeking  knife 

*  , 

Wrench’d  :  in  an  agony  of  grief  and  love, 

565  Her  bofom  piercing,  on  her  lover  fell, 

And  figh’d  upon  his  lips  her  life  away. 

Their  blood  uniting  in  a  friendly  dream. 

With  bubbling  purple  dain’d  the  lilver  flood  5 
Which  to  the  fountain  gave  Cal lir hoe’s  name. 

Thus 


I 


Hr* 
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'  '  i  jk  I  ,  J 

570  Thus  fell  Callirhoe ;  lovelier  in  her  death, 

> 

Than  cruelty  of  life  ;  and  ftay’d  the  plague. 

■  ,  *  \  *  .  .  1 

* 

Now  ftarting  from  this  wildernefs  of  dreams, 

I  wake  from  fancy’d  into  real  woe. 

*  *  * 

Pain  emptys  all  her  vials  on  my  head, 

V  . 

575  And  fteeps  me  o’er  and  o’er.  Thy  envenom’d  (hire 
Of  Hercules  enwraps  my  burning  limbs 
With  dragon’s  blood  :  I  rave  and  roar  like  him* 
Writhing  in  agony.  Devouring  fires 
Eat  up  the  marrow,  frying  in  my  bones. 

580  O  whither,  whither  fhall  I  turn  for  aid  ?  -  -  - 
Methinks  a  Seraph  whifpers  in  my  ears. 

Pouring  ambrofia  on  them,  “  Turn  to  God  5 
(i  So  peace  ihall  be  thy  pillow,  eafe  thy  bed, 

<£  And  night  of  forrow  brighten  into  noon. 

585  cc  Let  the  young  cherub  Patience,  bright-ey’d 

[Hope, 

“  And 
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cc  And  rofy-finger’d  Pray’r,  combining  hold 
u  A  fure  dominion  in  thy  purpos’d  mind, 

<c  Unconquer’d  by  affliction.” - I  receive 

The  mandate  as  from  heav’n  itfelf. — Expand 

590  Thyfelf,  my  foul,  and  let  them  enter  in. 

-  • 


,  '  4  .  .  ^  >  -  •  •  *  '  f  *  •  -  ♦ 

Come,  fmiling  angel,  Patience,  from  thy  feat  $ 
Whether  the  widow’s  cot,  or  hermit’s  cell. 

By  fading  drong,  and  potent  from  didrefs  ; 

% 

Or  midnight-dudent’s  taper-glimmering  roof, 
595  Unwearied  with  revolving  tedious  tomes, 

O  come,  thou  Panacaea  of  the  mind ! 

*  ^  4  «■  .  S  ... 

The  manna  of  the  foul !  to  every  tade 
Grateful  alike  :  the  univerfal  balm 

•  j  •  r*  »•  f  v-'  4  '  •  (•  *  *  %  •  4 


To  licknefs,  pain,  and  mifery  below. 

600  She  comes!  fhe  comes!  die  diffipates  the  gloom  % 
My  eyes  fhe  opens,  and  new  fcenes  unfolds 

(Like 


•  > 

* ■  J  X 


N 
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(Like  Mofes’  bulh ;  tho’  burning,  not  confum’d) 

Scenes  full  of  fplendour,  miracle,  and  God. 

Behold,  my  foul,  the  martyr-army,  who 

605  With  holy  blood  the  violence  of  fire 

Quench’d,  and  with  lingring  conitancy  fatigu’d 

The  perfecuting  flame  :  or  nobly  ftop’d 

The  lion’s  mouth,  and  triumph’d  in  his  jaws. 

Hark,  how  the  virgin  white-rob’d  confeflbrs 

610  Chaunt  Hallelujahs  to  the  rack ;  as  dear 

*  #  .  *•  » 

And  pleafing  to  the  ear  of  God,  as  hymns 

Of  angels  on  the  refur  region -morn. 


When  all  the  hoft  of  heaven  Hofanna  fing ! 

r.  v  ,v  .  *  >  ‘  -  • 

Yet  further  5  lift  thy  eyes  upon  the  crofs, 

•  t  -  "  ■ 

615  A  bleeding  Saviour  view,  a  dying  GodJ 

%  r*V  •  «•  •  <*  v  e  • 

Earth  trembles ;  rend  the  rocks,  creation  groans  : 

*  1  .  . 

The  fun,  afham’d,  extinguiflies  the  day  : 

_  _ }  ■  • 

All  nature  fuffers  with  her  fufFering  Lord. 

Amidft 


1 
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*  *  %  -  i  -  ^r_  •* 

Amidft  this  war  of  elements,  ferene, 

1620  And  as  the  fun-ftiine  brow  of  patience,  calm, 

^  if 

He  dies  without  a  groan,  and  fmiles  in  death. 
Shall  martyrs,  virgins,  nay,  thy  Saviour  bleed 
To  teach  thee  Patience  ?  and  yet  bleed  in  vain  ? 
Forbid  it,  reafon  ;  and  forbid  it,  heav’n. 

625  No  5  fuffer:  and,  in  fu fieri ng,  rejoice. 

■,  \  ,  * 

Patience  endureth  all,  and  hopeth  all. 

-  .  '•  *  “  v  .  t 

•  •  *  * 

•'  •  v 
•  -  .  *  * .  „*  .  *  t  /  9  \ 

Hope  is  her  daughter  then.  Let  Hope  diftill 

1 

Her  cordial-fpirit,  as  Hybla-honey  fweet. 

And  healing  as  the  drops  of  Gilead-balm. 

•  .  %  F  k 

»  A  • 

\  / 

630  Ceafe  to  repine,  as  thofe  who  have  no  Hope  5 

t  ,  .  r 

Nor  let  Delpair  approach  thy  darkeft  hour. 

.  A  • 

Defpair !  that  triple-death !  th’  imperial  plague  1 
Th’  exterminating  angel  of  th*  accurft. 

And  foie  difoafe  of  which  the  damn’d  are  lick, 

Kind- 
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635  Kindling  a  fever  hotter  than  their  hell - 

O  pluck  me  from  Defpair,  white-handed  Hope! 

f  K  0  T  *  ■  y  V 

$ 

O  interpofe  thy  fpear  and  leven-fold  Ihield 
Betwixt  my  bofbm  and  the  fiend  f  detrude 

*  '  *  ■  r  >  -  '  -  •  ;  .  ■  y 

This  impious  monfter  to  primaeval  hell ; 

*  W  •  *  J 

640  To  its  own  dark  domain.  But  light  my  foul, 

-  0  '  •  ^  •  i*. 

Imp’d  with  thy  glittering  wings,  to  fcenes  of  joy, 
T o  health  and  life,  for  health  and  life  are  thine : 
And  fire  imagination  with  the  Ikies. 


»  *  V  » 

But  whence  this  confidence  of  Hope  ?  In  thee, 

r  %  »  ,  -  *  +  v .  #  *  . 

v  r  _  y  ^ 

645  And  in  thy  blood,  my  Jefus !  (Bow,  O  earth ! 


Heav’n  bends  beneath  the  name,  and  all  its  Ions, 

m  J  -  V  4  ^  «  1 

_  .  f  f*~ 

The  hierarchy !  drop  low  the  proftrate  knee, 

l  &  i  •  T  #  *  t  T  t  ' 

And  fink,  in  humble  wile,  upon  the  liars) 

Yes,  on  thy  blood  and  name  my  hope  depends.— 


650  My  hope  ?  nay,  worlds  on  worlds  depend  on  thee ; 

'  Live 
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Live  in  thy  death,  from  thy  fepulchre  rife. 

Thy  influential  vigour  reinlpires 

This  feeble  frame  :  difpells  the  (hade  of  death  $ 
And  bids  me  throw  myfelf  on  God  in  prayer. 

A  chriftian  foul  is  God’s  beloved  houfo  : 

-  t  '> 

And  Pray’r  the  incenfo  which  perfumes  the  foul : 
Let  armies  then  of  fupplications  rile,. 

Beliege  the  golden  gates  of  heav’n,  and  force,, 
With  holy  violence,  a  bleffing  down 
In  living  ftreams.  If  Hezekiah’s  pray’r 
The  fun  arrefted  in  his  prone  career. 

And  bade  the  fhadow  ten  degrees  return 

*  o 

On  Ahaz-dial,  whirling  back  the  day  : 

Pour  out  thyfelf,  my  foul !  with  fervent  zeal,, 
With  over-flowing  ardour,  and  with  faith 
Unwavering.  To  aflift  me,  and  to  fwell 
My  fainting  fpirits  to  fublime  defires,. 


|  r.  ... 

I/.-.,,  .l'  *  ■  i  i 


i  I  »  *  > 

!  •  ’.n  a.  ■  ■. 
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Wou’d  J  Taylor  from  his  ftarry  throne  defcend. 
Fear  wou’d  have  end  :  for  by  his  facred  aid, 

6  jo  To  live  were  happinefs,  and  gain  to  die. — 

No  :  let  him  ftill  adorn  his  ftarry  throne, 

« 

Well-merited  by  labours  fo  divine : 

For,  lo !  the  man  of  God,  and  friend  of  man, 
Theron,  the  pureft  breaft,  and  warmeft  heart, 
675  Flys  on  the  wings  of  charity  and  love 
To  join  me  in  the  fa  ving-T afk,  and  raife 

My  weaker  powers  with  his  abundant  zeal : 

\  x  - 

Pure,  fweet,  and  glowing  as  the  incens’d  fires, 
Gf,  Solomon,  thy  golden-altar,  fann’d 
680  By  wings  of  Cherubins  into  a  flame; 

Till  on  the  Ikies  the  aromatick  gale 
In  pyramids  of  fragrance  foftly  ftole, 

A  grateful  offering  to  the  throne  of  grace. 

Still, 

J  Biftiop  Jehemv  Taylo fc,  to  whofe  too  much  negle&ed  Works  the  , 
Author  owns  himfelf  indebted  for  the  beft  fentiments  in  this  Poem® 
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Still,  tho’  I  feel  thefe  fuccours  from  the  ikies 
In  operation  mighty  !  ftill  remain 
Inferior  aids  behind  :  terreftrial  ftores 


Medicinal  :  the  inftruments  of  God. 

r  l  »  r  _  _ 

Jr  •  "  *  r 

For  God  *  created  the  Physician  !  God 

*  '  t  v  r  * 

.  i  4  x  K. —  #  , 

Himfelf  on  earth,  our  great  Phyfieian  l  fpread 

•  * 

•  r  v  •  ..  ...  ? 

690  O’er  Sick  and  Weak,  fhadowing,  his  healing 


m  .  y 


*j"  Each  miracle  a  cure  !  —  Before  difeafe, 


wings  i' 


«■  r  y  3  • 


.  y  /yJ*  L  *'  * 


ring  of  fin,  infefted  human-kind, 


•  m 


In  Paradife,  the  vegetable  feeds 

Sprung  from  their  maker’s  hand,invigorate-ftrong 

— ■  *  1  t  f  r\  *  \  1  *  1  , 

695  With  Med’cin.  He  foreiaw  our  future  ills  ; 
Forefeeing,  he  provided  ample  cure ; 

*■  f  » 

F offils,  and  fimples  :  J  Solomon,  thy  theme," 
Nature’s  hiftorian  :  wifeft  of  the  wife  ? 


:>vi  i) 


<r  1,',  1. 


Tho’ 


\S  l  V  > 


*  /  * 


*  Eccl.  chap,  xxxviii.  v.  ik  *jr  Sec  Lord  Bacon.  1  Kings,  chap,  iv,  v,  33. 
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Tho’  Paradife  be  loft ;  the  tree  of  life 

. 

700  In  med’cin  blooms  :  then  pluck  its  healing  fruits, 

« 

And  with  thankfgiving  eat  $  and,  eating,  live. 

t  *  # 

/  /  •  *  .  '  *  ;  {  7  -  *  '  ,  .  .**  •  %  '  f-  . 

i">*  1*  •  iv  *  -  ■  7  m  .  1  *  «  '  ,  ,  .  ’  C  i  .  *  ’  f  .. 

I 

Ev’n  pagan  wifdom  bade  her  Tons  adore. 

As  one,  the  God  of  phyfick  and  the  day, 

Fountain  of  vegetation  and  of  life,  f 

LJ  ^ 

'  s  5  i- 

>  C,  '  •  v  _  • 

705  Apollo,  ever  blooming,  ever  young, 

k  „  ’  j  ng 

And  from  his  art  immortal !  Thus,  of  yore, 

•*  *  ■*»iy  u  _  •  »«.*.•  *#4^  »  il  -  *  i  3  '  j  * 

The  prime  of  human  race  from  *  heav’n  deduc’d 
The  bright  original  of  phyfick’s  now  r  : 


G  o  ? 


X. 

•..  .  > 


Ml  X  1 1 


And,  nor  unjuftly,  deem’d  that  he  who  fav’d 

»*  1  li  ...  .  v  ‘  ’  ’  *  "*  t*~i  "  * 

V ...  *  m  *  *.■ 

710  Millions  from  death,  himfelf  ftiou’dr  never  die. 


* 


*  i' 


1 


An  inftrument  of  various  pipes  and  tubes, 

•  *  1  *  *  i  *• 

V.  •"  *  * 


V eins,  arteries,  and  fine ws,  organiz’d, 


'  ' 


Man, 


*  ScePLiNii  Natural.  Hift.  vol.  3.  Elziv. 

•j*  Sec  Lord  Bacon  of  the  Advancement  of  Learning* 
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Man,  when  in  healthy-tune,  harmonious  wakes 
The  breath  of  melody,  in  vocal-praife, 

715  Delighting  earth  and  heav’n  !  dilcordant,  oft, 
As  accident,  or  time,  or  fate  prevail. 

This  human-organ  fcarce  the  bellows  heaves 
Of  vital-refpiration  ;  or  in  pain, 

With  paufes  fad.  What  art  divine  (hall  tune 
720  To  order  and  refit  this  ftiatter’d  frame  ? 

What  fingers  touch  into  a  voice  again  ? 

Or  niufick  re-infpire  ?  Who,  but  the  race 

\  •  •  ,  r 

Of  Psean  ?  who  but  Phy  lick’s  faving  Ions  ?— - 
But  fomething  yet,  beyond  the  kindly  fkill 

y  f  v  *  «*-■  >  4.  „  \  * 

725  Of  Pagan’s  fons,  difeafe,  like  mine,  demands  : 

/  - 

*  *  '  »  4  *•  • 

Nepenthe  to  the  foul,  as  well  as  life. 


* 

O  for  a  mother’s  watchful  tendernefs, 
And  father’s  venerable  care  !■ — But  they 

O 


In 
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In  life  immortal,  gather  endlels  joys, 

730  Reward  of  charity,  of  innocence. 

Of  pleaflng  manners,  and  a  life  unblam’d  ! 

The  tears  of  poverty  and  friendfliip  oft 
Their  modeft  tombs  bedew  ;  where  Eden’s  flood, 
(Ituna  ’clep’d  by  bards  of  old  renown, 

*  'it  •  <  ^  , 

735  Purpled  with  Saxon  and  with  Britifh  blood) 

Laves  the  fweet  vale,  that  firft  my  pratling  Mufe 
Provok’d  to  numbers,  broken  as  the  ruins 
Of  Roman*  towers  which  deck  its  lofty  banks. 
And  (hine  more  beauteous  by  decay, — But  hark ! 
740  What  mufick  glads  my  ear?  ’Tis  Theron’s  voice, 
Theron  a  father,  mother :  both,  a  friend  !  — 
Pain  flies  before  his  animating  touch  : 

The  gentle  preflure  of  his  cordial  hand, 

A  burning  mountain  from  my  bofom  heaves ! 
745  What  wonders,  facred  friendfliip,  flow  from  thee ! 

One 


Book  II. 


SICKNES  S. 


99 


One  period  from  a  friend  enlivens  more. 

Than  all  Hippocrates  and  Galen’s  tomes. 
Than  all  the  med’cines  they  unfold.  I  feel 
Myfelf  renew’d  !  not  only  health,  but  youth, 
750  Rolls  the  brilk  tide,  and  Iparkles  at  my  heart. 
As  the  live-atoms  of  Campanian  wines 
Dance  in  the  virgin  cryftal,  and  o’erlook 
With  glorifying  foam,  the  ne£tar’d  brim  5 
Smiling,  and  lending  fmiles  to  focial  wit, 

755  The  jocund  hearth,  and  hofpitable  board. 


Friendihip  is  a  religion,  from  the  frit 
The  fecond-beft  :  it  points,  like  that,  to  lieav’n. 
And  almoft  antidates,  on  earth,  its  blifs. 

But  Vice  and  Folly  never  friendihip  knew : 

760  Whilft  Wifdonl  grows  by  friendihip  ilill  more 


Her  fetters,  are  a  ftrong  defence  ;  her  chains. 


Wife. 


O  2 


A  robe 
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A  robe,  of  glory  ;  Ophir  gold,  her  bands  ; 
And  he  who  wears  them,  wears  a  crown  of  joy. 

Friendfhip’s  the  fteel,  which  ftruck  emits  the 

fparks 

765  Of  candour,  peace,  benevolence,  and  zeal  y 
Spreading  their  glowing  feeds — A  holy  fire 
Where  honour  beams  on  honour,  truth  on  truth ; 

*  *  w  #  ♦  *<*■•'•*  v  • ,  p 

Bright  as  the  eyes  of  angels  and  as  pure. 

An  altar  whence  two  gentle-loving  hearts 

-  f»  •»  •  # 

770  Mount  to  the  {kies  in  one  confpiring  blaze 
And  fpotlefs  union.  ’Tis  the  ne£tar-ftream 
Which  feeds  and  elevates  feraphic  love— 

*■  .  .  f  •  it-  ,  .  % 

Health  is  difeafe,  life  death,  without  a  friend. 

The  END  of  the  Second  Book. 
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NOTES  and  ALLUSIONS. 

Ver.  94.  Taffoni)  hiding  his  dimini  ft  d  head ,  &c. 

' Taffoni  by  his  Rape  of  the  Bucket,  and  Boileau  by  his  Lutrin,  were 
reckoned  the  moft  celebrated  Mock-Heroic  Poets  amongft  the  moderns,  before 
the  Rape  of  the  Lock. 

Ver.  106. - ■ - Eloifa's  moan . 

The  original  Latin  Letters  of  thefe  celebrated  lovers  are  publifhed  by  the 
learned  Dr.  Rawlinfon  (from  whofe  very  exadt  labours  we  expedt  a  continuation 
of  the  Athence  Oxonienfes.)  They  are  like  wife  tran  dated  by  Mr.  John  Hughes , 
with  an  account  of  their  paffion  and  misfortunes,  from  Monf.  Bayle . 

Ver.  1 25.  Like  Ilium  built ,  &c. 

Lroy  walls  I  built  (for  fuch  were  Jove's  commands) 

And  yon  proud  bulwarks  grew  beneath  my  hands. 

Ver.  154.  Where  Socrates  and  Horace  jointly  reign . 

Man  was  the  foie  fubjedt  of  Socrates's  Philofophy.  Xenophon .  Mentor.  B.  i. 
&  Diog .  Laert .  He  firft  (fays  Lully)  reduc’d  Philofophy  to  common  life,  and 
enquired  into  the  nature  of  Virtue  and  Vice  ;  of  Good  and  Evil.  Acad .  gj/ajl. 
Socrates ,  as  well  as  Horace ,  chofe  to  laugh  men  into  virtue ;  and  his  difeourfes 
were  full  of  humour,  acutenefs,  and  wit  ;  at  the  fame  time  mixed  with  gravity. 
Cicero  fays,  that  he  excelled  all  mankind  in  pleafantnefs  and  urbanity.  DeOrat. 
1.  2.  Libanius ,  in  his  Apology,  acquaints  us,  that  the  end  of  all  his  labours  was 
only  to  promote  Virtue. 

V  ’  - 

JJ?2i  cequus  Virtuti  atque  cjus  amicis . 

To  Virtue  only,  and  her  friends  a  friend. 

Ver.  1 3  5.  Minerva  from  the  labouring  brow  of  Jove. 

'Minerva  is  feign’d  to  have  fprung  from  the  head  of  Jupiter .  She  was  the 
Patronefs  of  the  Athenians ,  and  Goddefs  of  Wifdom. 

'  — . '  •  .  /  .  Ver. 
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NOTES  and  ALLUSIONS. 

♦ 

Yer.  199.  As  once  thy  breathing  harvefi ,  Cadmus ,  fprung. 

Cadmus  is  reported  by  the  Poets  to  have  flain  a  monilrous  ferpent  in  Boeotia, 
at  the  command  of  Minerva  5  and  fowed  its  teeth  in  a  field,  which  produced 
an  hoft  of  armed  foldiers ;  who,  fighting,  flew  one  another.  See  Ovid.  Met . 
1.  iii.  Suidas ,  Paufanias ,  6cc.  ’Tis  faid,  that  he  fowed  ferpents  teeth,  and 
that  foldiers  in  armour  fprung  up  from  them ;  becaufe,  as  Bochart  obferves,  in 
the  Phoenician  language,  to  exprefs  men  armed  with  brazen  darts  and  fpears 
of  brafs,  they  made  ufe  of  words,  which  might  be  tranflated  cc  armed  with 
“  the  teeth  of  a  ferpent.  ” 

Ver.  232.  Tet  fancy's  mimick  work ,  &c. 

The  following  lines  upon  delirious  dreams  may  appear  very  extravagant  to  a 
reader,  who  never  experienc’d  the  diforders  which  ficknefs  caufes  in  the  brain  ; 
but  the  author  thinks  that  he  has  rather  lbftened  than  exaggerated  the  real 
defer  ip  tion,  as  he  found  them  operate  on  his  own  imagination  at  that  time. 

Ver.  239.  From  Heliconian  cliffs  devolv'd ,  &c. 

Sir  G.  Wheeler ,  in  his  voyages,  lias  given  a  very  beautiful  defeription  of  an 
hermitage  on  the  borders  of  mount  Helicon ,  belonging  to  the  convent  of  Saint 
Luke  the  Hermit,  not  the  Evangelift,  called  Stiriotes ,  from  his  dwelling  in 
thofe  deferts.  See  Wheeler' s  Journey  into  Greece,  Fol.  B.  iv.  p.  325. 

Ver.  264.  Warbled  to  Dorique  reeds ,  &c. 

Thofe  different  inftruments  are  defigned  to  exprefs  the  feveral  parts  of  Poetry, 
to  which  they  were  adapted,  viz.  Paftoral,  Ode,  Heroic,  &c . 

Ver.  283.  Hark ,  how  the  anvils ,  &c. 

'See  Horn.  Was ,  B.  xviii.  Virg .  /En.  B.  viii, 

Ver.  287.  Demand  Pyph  ecus'  ftrength ,  &c, 

'Suppos’d,  by  poetical  writers,  amongft  the  giants  to  have  attempted  to  de¬ 
throne  the  Gods.  Jupiter  ftruck  him  with  a  thunderbolt,  and  buried  him 
under  a  mountain.  He  was  faid  to  be  of  that  extraordinary  bulk,  that  with 
one  hand  he  touch’d  the  eaft,  with  the  other  the  weft ;  whiift  his  head  rais’d 
itfelf  to  the  ftars.  See  Hefiod,  Pheog.  Ovid ,  Met.  Strabo ,  1.  13,  &c.  Homer 
fays,  II.  1.  ii.  he  was  buried  under  Inarime ,  a  mountain  near  Naples.  Virgil 
follows  his  account,  JEn.  B.  x.  and  Claudian ,  de  Rap.  Proferp .  1.  iii.  &  Lu¬ 
can,  1.  v.  But  Pindar  tells  us,  under  /Etna  in  Sicily ,  Pyth.  i.  and  Ovid  the 
fame,  Fajl .  1.  iv. 

Ver, 
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Ver.  291.  . - . . reins  of  Phlegon  to  my  hands . 

Phlegon ,  one  of  the  horfes  of  the  fun.  Ovid,  Met .  1.  ii. 

Ver.  299.  — - - Afolpho' s  horn, 

A  horn,  in  which  if  he  do  once  but  blow. 

The  noife  thereof  fhall  trouble  men  fo  fore. 

That  all  both  flout  and  faint  fhall  fly  therefro, 

So  flrange  a  noife  was  never  heard  before. 

Ariofto' s  Orlando  Furiofo ,  tranflated  by 
Sir  John  Harrington ,  B.  xv.  Stanz.  10. 

With  this  horn  Afiolpho  affrighted  the  Amazons .  See  Book  xx.  St.  60,  &c. 
and  even  Rogero,  Bradamant,  &c.  in  diffolving  the  enchanted  palace,  B.  xxii, 

St.  18,  &c.  Drives  away  the  Harpies  from  Senapo ,  B.  xxxiii.  St.  114,  &c. 

/  ■* 

Ver.  305.  - — - old  the  tale, 

Tet  worthy  to  be  told  in  modern  fong. 

This  flory  is  related  by  Paufanias ,  pag.  227.  edit.  Xyland.  The  antient 
cufloms  of  the  Orgia,  or  feafls  of  Bacchus ,  and  of  the  facrifice,  are  alluded  to 
in  the  feveral  parts  of  this  epifode.  I  won’t  tire  the  reader  with  allufions  ; 
but  only  obferve,  that  the  rites  and  ceremonies  of  the  Dionyfa  are  fully  treated 
of,  amongfl  the  moderns,  by  Lylins  Gyraldus ,  Natalis  Comes ,  Dempfer  in  notis 
ad  Rofnum,  &c.  _ 

Ver.  720. - - Pee  an. 

1 

Pceany  commonly  ufed  for  the  hymn  at  the  feafls  of  Apollo  ;  but  fometimes 
for  Apollo  himfelf.  So  Juvenal  : 

Farce ,  prccory  Paean ,  &  tu  depo?ie  fagittas . 

Ver..  733. - - - Eden's  food . 

- - -Eden,  tho’  but  fmall, 

Yet  often  flain’d  with  blood  of  many  a  band 
Of  Scots  and  Englifh  both,  that  tined  on  his  flrand. 

Spenfer's  Fairy  Queen,  Book  iv.  Canto  1 1, 

Ver.  756.  Friend  flip  is  a  religion. 

My  fecond  religion,  friendfhip. — - - - 

Dr.  Domie  to  Sir  H.  Goodeere .  See  his  Letters,  4/0. 

Ver. 


i.04 


N  0  T  E  S'  and  ALLUSI  ONS. 


Ver.  75  9.  But  vice  ami  folly  never  friendship  knew .  •"  :  *"  ■  - 

It  was  an  obfervation  of  Socrates,  that  wicked  men  cannot  be  friends  either 
amongft  themfelves  or  with  2:0 od  men. 

W  O  r  *  ■  / 

,  1  Xenoph,  Memorab.  1.  ii* 

*  y  *  r  w  .  ~  -r  ^  ?  n ' 

<*  C  '  4* 

A  ngels  from  friendship  gather  half  their  joys. 

t  Dr.  Young ,  Night-Thoughts, 


ADVERTI.SEME  N  T. 


y TI E  P  art  egyrtck  on  Mr,  Pope’j  Writings,  and  the  Epifode  on  Corcfus  and 
Callirhoe  enlarging  on  the.  Author's  hands,  obliged  him  to  divide  the  two  laft 
Books  in  a  different  manner  from  what  he  at  firfl  propofed,  for  the  fake  of  render- 
ing' them  more  proportionable  to  each  other . 
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